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FACULTY 


Miss  Frances  C.  Albee 
Mrs.  Carrie  L.  Bennett 
Miss  Mary  E.  Cameron 
Mr.  Grover  C.  Carlsen 
Mrs,  Sadie  E.  Derry 
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Mr,  John  J.  Frick 
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Miss  Virma  M,  Glover 
Pi^rs,  Eleanor  M,  Golly  . . • ^ ■ 
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Miss  Mary  McCall 
Mr,  Albert  L.  McDermont 
Mrs,  Grace  B.  Mead 
Miss  Frances  Misch 
Mrs.  Sarah  R.  Most 
Mrs,  Jeanette  Phelps 
Mr,  Leo  Provost  L8  Counseling, 
Mrs,  Orpha  Rhodes 
Miss  Delight  Rice 
Miss  Lucy  M.  Robinson 
Mrs,  Rose  I,  Sackett 
Mrs,  Anna  V/.  Safford 
Mr,  Henry  A.  Sammet 
Miss  Louisa  Santos 
Mrs,  Martha  M,  Scales 
Mr,  Victor  M,  Schott 
Mrs,  Jean  E,  Skiramings 
Mrs.  Jeanette  M,  Stewart 
Miss  Myra  I.  Streightif 
Mrs.  Phyllis  p.  Svane 
Mrs,  Mary  M,  Torasen 
Miss  Emily  V.  Truman 
Mrs.  Mary  Walton 
Mrs.  Ruth  H.  Waugh 
Miss  Hazel  Z.  Weller 
Mr.  Earl  D,  Williams 
firs,  Henrietta  Williams 


English 
Social  Studies 
General  Science 
Physical  Education 
Foods 

Metal  Work,  Wood  Work 
Metal  Work 
Arithmetip,  Social  Studies 
Cafeteria,  Clothing 
H7,  L9  Counseling ,•  Social  Studies 

English, , Library 
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General  Science 
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Vocal  Music 
English,,  French,  Social  Studies 
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English,  Social  Studies 
physical  Education 
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English,  Physical  Education 

Fine  Arts 
English,  Social  Studies 
Business  Practice,  P.  E. 
Dramatics,  Vocal  Music 
Lipreading,  Speech  Defects 
Arithmetic 
Arithmetic 
Arithmetic,  English 
English,  P,  E. , Social  Studies 
Fine  Arts,  Social  Studies 
Social  Studies 
Orchestra 

Arithmetic,  Business  Practice 
English,  Social  Studies 
Social  Studies 
English 

L7,  H8  Counseling,  Typewriting 

English 
Clothing,  Foods 
Coordinator,  Social  Studies 

Fine  Arts 
Wood  Work 
English,  Social  Studies 


Reading , 


Arithmetic , 


Activities 


L.  L.  STANDLEY,  Ed.  D. 
Principal 


Dr.  L.  L.  Stand ley 


Principal 


Mrs.  Eila  S.  Parker 
Miss  Marjorie  Wind 
Miss  Ina  Ericksen 


Secretary 

Clerk 

Nurse 


Dr.  Lewis  W,  Smith 


Superintendent  of  Schools 


Dr.  Virgil  E.  Dickson  Assistant  Superintendent  of  Schools 

Mr.  M.  C.  James  Deputy  Superintendent  of  Schools 


BOARD  OF  EDUCATION 
Dr.  Louise  L.  Hector,  President 

Mayor  E.  N.  Ament 
Mr.  C.  L.  Ziegler 
Mr.  Walter  T.  Steilberg 
Mr.  Otis  R.  Marston 


Miss  Clara  B.  Andrev/s , Secretary 
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Lorraine  Ward 
Helen  Tronoff 
Mary  Taylor 

Bertha  Oman,  Edwin  Potter 
Ralph  Ahlgren 


Managing  Editor-in-chief 
Literary  Editor-in-chief 
Circulation  Manager 
Art  Editors 
Printing  Manager 


ADVISORY  EDITORS 


Ruth  Harrison,  John  Michelson,  Ethel  Gustafson 
Dorothy  Teixeira,  Phillip  Hynes,  Joe  Duenas,  Alvin  Coelho 
Toahiko  Tekawa,  Gertrude  Tauchmann,-  Frank  Wakefield,  Art  Miller 
Elaine  Erickson,  Alice  Harper,  Peggy  Lawrence,  Jannie  Maranzana 
June  Jones,  Dorothy  Ray,  Chiyoko  Nagato,  Ira  Longrus 
George  Raran,  Arthur  Gordova,  Betty  Dick,  Lois  Bloom 
Eld'in  Harrild,  Helen  Howard,  Lawrence  Alhrie,  Elon  Packard 
Claude  Eelshaw,  Clive  Jennings,  Vera  Adams 
Phyllis  Borgstrom,  Charles  McKay 


ART  STAFF 


Edwin  Potter,  Bertha  Oman,  Lucille  Brown,  Oliver  Chrissman 
Angella  Civello,  Barbara  Crandall,  Bob  Fuchs,  Melvin  Furmann 
Ethel  Gustafson,  Thomas  Joy,  Frances  Kajfez,  Margaret  Koerlin 
Aldo  Jacuzzi,  Vivian  Mass,  Clifford  McDaniel,  Adele  Scoble 
Tony  Silva,  Maurice  Thompson,  Georgia  Wathen,  Howard  Richardson 


EDITORIAL  STAFF 


Irene  Kehoe,  John  Mailho,  Helen  Tronoff 


MIHEOGRi'.PHING  AND  TYPING  STAFF 


Lorraine  Ward,  Geraldine  Barnes,  Eric  Becky 
Marguerite  Catral,  James  Chandler,  Joe  Delaney,  Pauline  Ghego 
Walter  Gordon,  Mary  Hanson,  Gilbert  Johnson,  Lorraine  Maderos 
Lynn  Mobert,  Nels  Nelson,  George  Norin,  William  Oliver 
Frank  Passarino,  Helen  Pavlova,  Eugen  Rolf-Reique,  Betty  Seher 
Phyllis  Squires,  David  Taylor,  Elaine  Tscheekar 
Barbara  Walker,  Dorothy  Nelson,  Selma  Blakemore,  Peggy  Lawrence 

Sophie  Lippold,  Louise  Roberts,  Ruby  Sundstrom 
Christine  Vietti,  Francis  Hill,  John  Johnson 
Kenneth  Stoltenberg,  Harold  Lindquist,  Frank  Hutchinson,  Joe  Perez 
Howard  Hayes,  Harold  Moore,  George  Fong,  Robert  Sabini 


PRINTING  STAFF 


Ralph  Ahlgren,  Louis  Allara,  Henry  Bemdt 
Charles  Dalke,  James  Warren,  James  Woodard 


SUBSCRIPTION  COLLECTORS 


Elaine  Attix,  Herbert  Farrer,  Frances  Kajfez 
Elvira  Wares,  Glen  Hill,  Alvin  Coelho,  Thomas  Streib 
Audrey  Ebli,  Thelma  Houck,  Barbara  Rodger,  Isabella  Manning 
Donald  Labrie , Le  Roy  Hayes,  Mildred  Newhard,  Norman  Graham 
Manuel  Estrada,  Alita  Zolot,  Kenneth  Geary,  Wanda  O'Neil 
Haroldine  Strickley,  Evelyn  Meska,  August  Ghego,  Mary  Yamashiro 
Marjorie  Eash,  Michael  Augello,  Phyllis  Santos,  John  Chavezz 
Louie  Ghidella,  Billy  Stevenson,  Dorothy  Aba,  Dolores  Vance 

Mitsuko  Kaibe 


FACULTY  COMMITTEE 

Mrs.  Mary  M.  Tomsen,  Business  Manager,  Group  Photographer 
Mrs.  Jeanette  M.  Stewart,  Editor-in-chief 
Mrs.  Sarah  R.  Most,  Art  Editor 
Mrs.  Jeannette  Phelps,  Literary  Editor 
Miss  Vinna  M.  Glover,  H9  Photographer 
Mr.  Clifford  B.  Marker,  Printing  Editor 
Mrs.  Jean  E.  Skimmings,  Subscription  Manager 


BRIDGES  FROM  DREAMLAND  I 


A Bridge  to  Dreamlandi  How  ridiculous i There  isn't  a Bridge; 
you  merely  drop  ofr  to  sleep  and  di'ift  to  Dreamland.  But  stop, 
think  a moment i Isn't  a mother's  lullaBy  to  her  BaBy  the  Bridge 
that  carries  him  to  Dreamland?  Isn't  a Bedtime  story  the  Bridge 
that  Brings  a child  to  the  land  of  dreams?  Do  not  our  happy 
thoughts  and  memories  Build  a Bridge  to  Dreamland?  James  Russell 
Lowell  says,  in  "The  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal": 

"Over  his  keys  the  musing  organist. 

Beginning  douBtfully  and  far  away, 

First  lets  his  fingers  wa,nder  as  they  list, 

And  Builds  a Bridge  from  Dreamland  for  his  lay." 

The  Bridges  fill  the  gap  Between  our  everyday  life  and  Dreamland. 
Without  dreams  the  necessities  of  our  lives  could  not  Be  fulfilled. 
A vague  dream  in  the  mind  of  man  some  day  becomes  a reality.  A 
large  steel  and  concrete  Bridge  could  never  Be  Built  unless  there 
were  dreams.  As  the  organist  in  "The  Vision  of  Sir  Launfal"  Builds 
his  bridge  from  Dreamland,  drawing  his  theme  at  first  vaguely  and 
then  clearly,  so  do  people  who  are  able,  dream  and  then  produce  the 
marvelous  inventions  of  today.  Dreamsi  You  may  think  that  dreams 
are  not  important.  But  they  really  are.  When  you  stop  to  think  of 
many  wonderful  inventions,  remember  they  couldn't  Be  possible  with- 
out dreams.  A Bridge  from  Dreamlandi  Each  one  of  us  needs  such  a 
Bridge  to  bring  our  dreams  to  reality. — Helen  Tronoff,  H9-1 

VARIETY 

Many  kinds  of  Bridges  are  Being  built,  as  well  as  the  new  Bay 
Bridge.  In  1927  LindBurgh  Built  a Bridge  of  friendship  Between  the 
United  States  and  France.  The  Pan  American  Clipper  Ships  are 
Building  Bridges  of  travel  and  commerce  with  the  States  and  Hawaii, 
Guam,  China,  and  the  Philippine  Islands.  The  ships  from  Europe  are 
Building  a Bridge  across  the  oceans  so  the  people  from  the  United 
States  can  enjoy  Europe.  The  modern  transport  airplanes  have 
Built  a Bridge  of  travel  from  one  state  to  another. 

Bridges  are  Being  built  not  only  over  the  sea,  But  on  land  as 
well .--Robert  TollBerg,  H8x 


A GOOD  SPORT 

A good  sport  does  not  cheat  nor  does  he  quit.  He  does  not 
lose  his  temper  and  does  not  play  for  rev;ard.  He  does  not  play  to 
the  grandstand  or  show  off  in  any  way.  He  does  not  abuse  his  Body 
and  does  not  shirk  at  orders  from  his  superiors.  He  does  not  neg- 
lect his  duties  and  does  not  Bet.  He  never  takes  any  technical  ad- 
vantage and  never  Blames  officials  for  defeat,  or  kicks,  or  com- 
plains over  a decision. --'.yilBiir  Spencer,  H9-4 


LOVERS  OF  HUNTING 


Have  you  ever  known  people  who  were  hunting  lovers, 

Who  loved  to  kill  rabbits,  foxes,  deer,  and  others? 

The  fun  of  this  terrible  murdering  I can  not  see, 

I guess  that  kind  of  thing  was  never  meant  for  me. 

Animals  always  seemed  like  little  persons  just  like  us, 
playing,  laughing;  now  and  then  making  a fuss. 

Personally,  one  of  their  enemies  I would  not  like  to  be, 

I guess  that  kind  of  thing  was  never  meant  for  me. 

Just  think  of  being  glad  to  find  a bear  trapped  by  the  foot, 

Or  glad  to  hear  an  animal  scream  after  the  hunters  shoot, 

Or  glad  to  find  animal  tracks  of  a tiger  or  lion  maybe, 

I guess  that  kind  of  thing  was  never  meant  for  me. 

Hunting  lovers,  go  ahead  and  kill  every  animal  friend. 

The  sv/eet  things  that  God  does  send. 

And  go  your  way  with  your  gun,  whistling  merrily. 

But  I'll  still  believe  that  kind  of  thing  was  never  meant  for  me, 

--Elaine  Attix,  H9-1 


MY  MOTTO 

Courtesy  is  my  highest  aim, 

Which  I will  try  hard  to  gain. 

I know  'twill  lead  me  to  success 
And  in  the  end  bring  happiness, 

--Jeannette  Bush,  HBy"' 

STORY  7ITH0UT  END 

My  love  for  my  mother  is  a tale  that  never  ends. 

Of  course  I like  my  father  and  brother, 

But  Mother  is  the  best  of  all  my  friends. 

She  is  so  dear  and  helps  me  so 

And  cares  for  me  with  all  her  heartj 

Mother  is  the  person  I love  deep  down. 

Even  when  I'm  far  away. 

And  never,  never,  will  my  love  for  her  part 
For  one  minute,  hour,  or  day! 

Whom  do  I go  to  when  I am  in  trouble? 

Who  gives  me  advice  so  I never  feel  alone? 

Who  puts  me  to  sleep  in  a humming  low  tone? 

Why,  Mother,  of  coursel  She's  the  best  of  my  friends 
And  that's  why  ray  love  for  her  never,  never,  ends f 

— Angela  Civello,  H9-2 


Plumley,  Evelyn 
Girls'  President 

Nelson,  Nels 

Boys'  President 


Maderos,  Lorraine 

Girls'  Vice-President 


Gratz,  James 

‘Boys'  Vice-President 


Anderson,  Consuelo 
Girls'  Secretary 

Whisler,  Thomas 
Boys'  Secretary 


Acton,  Bert 
Ahlgren,  Ralph 
AH,  Leslie 
AHara,  Louis 

Ambrose,  Gertrude 
Anderson,  Roy 
An2;elone,  Grace 
Astorg,  Lola 

Attix,  Elaine 
Avena,  Mae 
Backlund,  Edith 
Bader,  Robert 

Bannatyne,  James 
Barnes,  Geraldine 
Baupre,  Jeanette 
Becky,  Eric 

Becky,  Vivian 
Bell,  Marion 
Berndt,  Henry 
Blaney,  Jack 

Bolden,  Deborah 
Bolden,  Naomi 
Brennan,  Edward 
Brown,  Barbara 

Brown,  Lucille 
Brown,  Willis 
Bryant,  Engene 
Brusasco,  Realdo 

Cabral,  Marguerite 
Carre,  Ray 
Cashen,  Arlene 
Castro,  Emdy 


Chambliss,  Vivian 
Chandler,  James 
Chrisman,  Oliver 
Civello,  Angela 

Clark,  Haney 
Clark,  Roberta 
Claudeanos,  Donald 
Coelho,  Alvin 

Corley,  Barbara 
Crandall,  Barbara 
Cunningham,  Ruth 
Dalke,  Charles 

Delaney,  Joseph 
Debois,  Noel 
Duenas,  Joe 
Faria,  B.andall 

Farrer,  Herbert 
Fisk,  Virginia 
Fitzgerald,  Dale 
Fuchs,  Bob 

Fuhrman,  Melvin 
Gaipa,  Mamie 
Gerken,  Emma 
Ghego,  Pauline 

Giovannoni,  Louis 
Goddard,  Della 
Gordon,  Walter 
Grady,  Jack 

Gray , Donald 
Gustafson,  Ethel 
Gutterriez,  Mary 
Haaiburg,  Anna 


o 


Hanson,  Mary 
Hanson,  Yngve 
Harlow,  June 
Harris,  Corene 

Harris,  Eleanor 
Harris,  Neil 
Harris,  Ruth 
tiarrison,  Ruth 

Hickman,  Sidney 
Hill,  Glenn 
Hodges,  Frank 
Horn,  Dorothy 

Horn,  Jack 
Howard,  Grace 
Huillade,  Clara 
Hynes,  Phillip 

Jacu7i2;i,  Aldo 
Jacu2;2;i,  Giocondo 
Jasper,  Billy 
Johnson,  Gilbert 

Johnson,  Robert 
Johnson,  Verna 
Jondrow,  James 
Jones,  Bernice 

Jones,  Pearl 
Joy,  Thomas 
Just,  Theresia 
Kajfe2;,  Frances 

Kehoe,  Irene 
Kennady,  Buel 
Kindle,  Margaret 
King,  Ernestine 


Kitto,  Charles 
Koerlin,  Margaret 
LaMotte,  June 
Lara,  Florial 

Larson,  Edwin 
Lawrence,  Albert 
LeBon,  Darrell 
Lincoln,  Kermit 

Lindquist,  Anton 
Long,  Glen 
Louisiana,  Alfred 
Maas,  Vivian 

Magnan,  Dan 
Mailho,  John 
Mann,  Clifford 
Mlatson,  Elmer 

Mauch,  Adolph 
McDaniel,  Clifford 
McWalters,  Francis 
Michelsen,  John 

Miller,  Arthur 
Mobert,  Lynn 
Moore,  Harold 
Moyer,  Harold 

Murden,  Helen 
Nagata,  Masao 
Navarro,  Charles 
Nor  in,  George 

Oliver,  William 
Oman,  Bertha 
Pasqual,  Andrew 
Passarino,  Frank 


O'  ^ 'O 


Pavlova,  Helen 
Pillman,  Kathleen 
Potter,  Edwin 
Richardson,  Howard, 

Riggio,  Bertram 
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Yamashiro,  Henry 
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Bert  Acton 

Basketball 

Cold  weather 

Pee  Wee 

Basketball  star 

Ralph  Ahlgren 

Going  to  shows 

Raw  eggs 

Drizzle- 

puss 

Printer 
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Hiking 
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Brain 
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Snakes 
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Anderson 
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Skipper 
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Anzalone 

Lola  Astorg 

Dancing 

School 

Sis 

To  travel 
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Dancing 
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Snooks 

Marry  a 
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Collecting  pins 
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Sports ' 
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Hunting 
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Draftsman 

Vivian  Becky 
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Reading 
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Teacher 
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Accordion 
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Hank 
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Jack  Blaney 

Cartooning 

School 

Joe 

Cartoonist 

Deborah  Bolden  Volleyball 

English 

Du 

Traveling 

Naomi  Bolden 

Dancing 

English 

Nee 

Secretary 

Edward  Brennan  Sports 
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Champ 

Secretary 

Barbara  Brown 

Piano 

Skunks 

Bobbie 

Nurse 

Lucille  Brown 

Horseback  riding  Homework 

Lue 

Artist 

Willis  Brown 

Sports 
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Brownie 

Auto  mechanic 

Eugene  Bryant 

Baseball 
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Gene 

Engineer 

Realdo 
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Model  airplane 
building 

School 

Ray 
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Burgess 

Dress  designing 
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Brownie 

Night  club 
singer 
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Aviation 
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Ray 

Singer 

Arline  Cashen 

Sports 
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Nurse 

Emily  Castro 

Cooking 

Lizards 

Mickey 

Singer 
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Sports 

Homework 

Cuddles 

Nurse 

Emily  Castro 

Cooking 

Lizards 

Mickey 

Singer 

NAME  OF  H9 

HOBBY 

PET  HATE 

NICKNA.ME 

AMBITION 

Vivian 

Reading 

Turnips 

Chamie 

Stenographer 

Chambliss 

Oliver 

Aviation 

School 

Chris 

Aviator 

Chrisman 

Angela  Civello 

Art 

Tests 

A.ngie 

Artist 

Haney  Clark 

Hunting 

History 

Heine 

Electrician 

Roberta  Clark 

Tennis 

Spiders 

Bobbie 

Cosmetologist 

Donald 

Mathematics 

Gangsters 

Claudie 

Millionaire 

Claudeanos 

Alvin  Coelho 

Sports 

School 

A1 

Safe-cracker 

Barbara 

Reading 

Snakes 

Bobbie 

Commercial  ad- 

Corley 

Barbara 

Boys 

Homework 

Bobbie 

vertising 

Marriage 

Crandall 

Ruth 

Singing 

Singing 

Woof ie 

Singing 

Cunningham 
Charles  Dalke 

Band 

critics 

Shakespeare 

Farmer 

Printer 

Joseph  Delaney  Reading 

Girls 

Joe 

Architect 

Noel  Dubois 

Baseball 

Candy 

Halfback 

Professional 

Joe  Duenas 

Baseball 

Candy 

Joe  Pete 

football 

Professional 

Randall  Faria 

Stamps 

English 

Dough 

baseball 

Gardener 

Herbert 

Basketball 

Arguments 

Slim 

Marathon  Y/alker 

Farrer 

Virginia  Fisk 

New  clothes 

Spinach 

Fiskie 

Private  Sec. 

Dale 

Texas  steers 

Non-Texans 

Tex 

Texan  cowboy 

Fitzgerald 

Bob  Fuchs 

Football 

School 

Fatso 

Electricity 

Melvin  Fuhrman 

Making  boats 

English 

Porky 

Boat  builder 

Mamie  Gaipa 

Typing 

School 

Mama 

Ty  pi s t 

Emma  G-erkin 

Horse  riding 

Tu  mips 

Statue 

Housewife 

Pauline  Ghego 

Swimming 

Homework 

Paul 

Saleslady 

Louis 

Sports 

Housework 

Fat 

Butcher 

Giovannoni 

Della  Goddard 

Reading 

Homework 

Freckles 

Stenographer 

Walter  Gordon 

Sports 

Girls 

Walt 

Lawyer 

Jack  Grady 

Sports 

Typewriting 

Cowboy 

History 

James  Gratz 
Donald  Gray 

Stamps 

Airplane 

Certain 
singing 
Two- timers 

Cracked 

Don 

teacher 

Draftsman 

Orchestra 

Ethel 

building 

Swimming 

Snakes 

Gusto 

leader 

Aviatrix 

Gustafson 

Mary  Gutierrez  Dancing 

Homework 

Dimple 

Secretary 

ambition 


NAJ^E  OF  H9 

HOBBY 

PET  HATE 

NICKNAME 

Anna  Haraberg 

Swimming 

Mice 

Tootie 

Mary  Hanson 

Swimming 

Shrimps 

Yngve  Hanson 

Sleeping 

Algebra 

Hergo 

June  Harlow 

Art 

Homevjork 

Patsy 

Corene  Harris 

Swimming 

Brussel 

sprouts 

Chena 

EleanorHarris 

Te nnis 

Worms 

Elie 

Neil  Harris 

Basketball 

Snovi/ball 

Blondie 

Ruth  Harrison 

Dancing 

Baseball 

Rudy 

Sidney 

Girls 

Giddy  Girls 

Hickie 

Hickman 

Glenn  Hill 

Talking 

Silence 

Nobbie 

Frank  Hodges 

Music 

Girls 

Bud 

Dorothy  Horn 

Horseback  riding  Basketball 

Honey 

Jack  Horn 

Reading 

Wo  rk 

Homey 

Grace  Howard 

Dancing 

Busi.  Pr. 

Alabama 

Clara  Huillade  Swimming 

Homework 

Carrots 

Phillip  Hynes 

Woodwork 

Basketball 

Phil 

Aldo  Jacuzzi 

Baseball 

Squealers 

Cuzzi 

Giocondo 

Swimming 

Certain 

Cuzzie 

Jacuzzi 

singing 

Billy  Jasper 

Band 

A boy 

Jassie 

Gilbert 

Stamps 

Certain 

Gibby 

Johnson 

singing 

Robert  Johnson  Bike  riding 

School 

Bob 

Verna  Johnson 

Sewing 

Skunks 

Man 

Mountain 

James  Jondrov; 

Stamps 

One  boy 

Jimmy 

Bernice  Jones 

Sv;imming 

Snakes 

Bunnie 

Pearl  Jones 

Reading 

Piano 

practice 

Kat 

Thomas  Joy 

Baseball 

Girls 

Joy 

Theresia  Just 

Dancing 

Squash 

Tedie 

Frances  Kajfez  Dancing 

Homework 

Franie 

Irene  Kehoe 

Dancing 

Homework 

Bubbles 

Buel  Kennady 

Horse  riding 

Girls 

Kenny 

TIargaret 

Dancing 

Homev/ork 

Muggie 

Kindle 

Ernestine  King  Dancing 

Busi.  Pr. 

Erna 

Charles  Kitto 

Swimming 

One  boy 

Chuck 

Margaret 

Swimming 

Squash 

Margie 

Koerlin 


Teacher 

Stenographer 

Engineer 

Costume 

designer 

Dancer 

Concert 

pianist 

Pharmacist 

Teacher 

Clark  Gable  II 

Printer 

Racing 

Dancer 

Writer 

Doctor 

Office  Clerk 

Sailor 

Accordianist 

Mining 

engineer 

Musician 

Engineer 

Builder 

Dressmaker 

"A"  in 
algebra 
Blarriage 
Nurse 

Cartoonist 
Office  clerk 
News re porter 
Gum  chev;ing 
stenographer 
Navel  officer 
Secretary 

Music  teacher 
Machinist 
Telephone 
operator 


HAMS  OF  H9 

HOBBY 

PET  HATE 

NICKNAME 

AJiilBITIOH 

June  LaMotte 

Dancing 

Homework 

Frenchie 

Stenographer 

Flortal  Lara 

Track 

Baseball 

Lara 

Civil  enginee 

Edv/in  Larson 

Garden  work 

Girls 

Slim 

Sailor 

Albert 

Lav;rence 

Publicity 

Arithmetic 

Al. 

Boxer 

Darrell  LeBon 

Sports 

School 

Dal 

Sportsman 

Kermit  Lincoln  Hunting 

Teachers 

Abe 

Fireman 

Anton 

Lindquist 

Roller 

skating 

Girls 

Bud 

Engineer 

Glen  Long 

Swimming 

Girls 

Huey 

Aviator 

Alfred 

Louisiana 

Baseball 

Spinach 

Toots 

Baseball ■ 
player 

Vivian  Maas 

Art 

Homework 

Sweet  pea  Reporter 

Lorraine 

Maderos 

Tennis 

Vegetables 

Larry 

Stenographer 

Daniel  Magnan 

Sports 

Dane i ng 

Danny 

Magazine 

editor 

John  Hailho 

Sports 

Homev;ork 

Johnie 

Conductor 

Clifford  Mann 

Hunting 

De  tention 

Mann 

Hunter 

Elmer  Matson 

Swimming 

One  boy 

Nat tie 

Interior 

decorator 

Audolph  Mauch 

Stamps 

School 

Paul 

Pattern 

maker 

Francis 
Me '/alters 

Reading 

Homev;ork 

Mac 

Railroad 

engineer 

John  Michel  sen  Stamps 

Dog 

catcher 

Lanky 

Astronomer 

Arthur  Miller 

3wim.ming 

Teachers 

Art 

Mechanical 
eng ineer 

Lynn  Hobert 

Riding 

horses 

Teachers 

Euch 

Bridge 

builder 

Harold  Fioore 

Movies 

I'iickey 

Mouse 

Manth 

Piano 

tuner 

Harold  Moyer 

Sports 

Girls 

Harry 

Doctor 

Helen  Murden 

Music 

Homework 

Kelly 

Orches  tra 
leader 

Masao  Nagata 

Radio 

None 

Hosco-w 

Radio 

engineer 

Charles 

Navarro 

Football 

Homework 

Chuck 

Court 

reporter 

Nels  Nelson 

Hunting 

Grammar 

Gus 

Naval  .officer 

George  Norin 

Stamps 

Singing 

Nuts 

Pharmacist 

AFiliiara  Oliver  Stamps 

English 

Oliver 

La-.vyer 

Bertha  Oman 

Horseback 

riding 

Home-work 

Big  Bertha  Fashion 
columnist 

Andrew  Pasqual Stamps 

Cracking 
peanu  ts 

Pasqually  To  be  tall 

NME  OF  H9 

HOBBY 

PET  HATE 

NICKNAME 

A1EITI0N 

Frank 

Woodshop 

Rats 

pas  3 

Baker 

Passarino 

Helen  Pavlova 

Horseback 

riding 

Nicknames 

Porky 

Nurse 

Kathleen 

Dancing 

Spinach 

Kay 

Stenographer 

Pillman 

Evelyn 

Plumley 

Horseback 

riding 

Shrimps 

Evie 

Teacher 

Edwin  Potter 

Art 

Girls 

Pott 

Artist 

Howard 

Football 

Algebra 

Lefty 

Fighter 

Richardson 

Bertram 

Coins 

7/0  rk 

Bert 

Millionaire 

Riggio 

Patricia 

Swimming 

White  rats 

Sq.ueeky 

Artist 

Riley 

Lil lian 
Rivola 

Dancing 

Homework 

Lil 

Private 

secretary 

Eugen 

Hunting 

Grammar 

Abdul 

Explorer 

Rolf -Rique 

Adele  Scoble 

Dancing 

Homev;ork 

Dale 

Des  igner 

Betty  Seher 

Reading 

Homev;ork 

Bets 

Clerk 

Ernest  Silva 

Football 

Algebra 

Ernie 

Engineer 

Tony  Silva 

Sports 

Homework 

Tony 

Baseball 

player 

Arthur 

Sohlman 

Swimming 

School 

Art 

Boat 

builder 

Eleanor  Soo 

Sports 

Homework 

Sue 

Secretary 

V/ilbur 

Ukelelee 

Girls 

Spence 

Pilot 

Spencer 

Phyllis 

Squires 

Hiking 

7/0  rms 

Phil 

Private 

secretary 

Robert 

Stamps 

School 

Bob 

Bookkeeper 

Stevens 

7/hitney 

Stamps 

c chool 

Steve 

Doctor 

Stevens 

Edna  Stobing 

Sviimming 

String  beans 

Red 

Stenographer 

Mar  jorie 

Dancing 

Cats 

Muggie 

Dressmaker 

Stockey 

Virginia 

Swimming 

Spinach 

Pee  7/ee 

Stenographer 

S troinbeck 

Edward 

Jumping  rope 

Football 

Eddie 

Grave-digger 

Sundell 

Shaki 

Dancing 

Spinach 

Babe 

Piano  teacher 

Tash jian 

Goldie  Tate 

Boys 

One  boy 

Dodo 

Marriiige 

David  Taylor 

Res  ting 

'■•/ork 

King 

Switch  throvi/er 

NME  OF  H9 

HOBBY 

PET  HATE 

NICIOTAT'IE 

AMBITION 

Dorothy 

Dancing 

Cats 

Bobbie 

Stenographer 

Teixiera 

Stanley 

Sports 

Study 

Dizzy 

Traveler 

Thisdell 

Robert 

Baseball 

School 

Red 

Baseball 

Thompson 

player 

George  Thorne 

Sports 

Certain 

Rose 

Engineer 

singing 

bush 

George  Tracey 

Girls 

School 

Georgie 

Lumber  jack 

Helen  Tronoff 

Sewing 

Spiders 

Tronie 

Private 

secretary 

Jack  Trunick 

Model  aii'planes 

Poeti'y 

Red 

Doctor 

Elaine 

Tennis 

Bumble  bees 

Cheekie 

Private 

Tscheekar 

secretaiy 

Charles 

Model  airplanes 

Cracking 

Boo  ja 

Engineer 

Van  Ness 

peanuts 

Rene  Verbeck 

Dancing 

A boy 

Frankie 

Aviatrix 

Ralph 

Fishing 

Dames 

Tex 

Boat  captain 

Ver  Linden 

Milton  ’Vaaland Model  airplanes 

IlomeVi/ork 

Mickey 

Sailor 

Barbara  Walker 

Swimming 

Homev.'ork 

Eabs 

Secretary 

Virginia 

Horseback 

Boys 

Ginger 

Old  maid 

Walker 

riding 

Lorraine  Ward 

Baseball 

Stingy 

Fi  Fi 

Private 

people 

secretary 

Elvira  Wares 

Collecting 

pictures 

Cats 

Vi 

Dress  designer 

James  Warren 

Photographer 

Algebra 

Twerpy 

Printer 

Georgia 

Dancing 

Boys 

Ge  0 

To  be  beautiful 

Wathen 

Donald  Watts 

Wood  work 

Teachers 

Candle- 

po'wer 

Engineer 

Lovell  I7esley 

Dancing 

History 

Lovie 

A great  dancer 

Thomas  V/hisler 

Model  building 

Makeup 

Whisler 

Engineer 

Edmund  White 

Music 

Algebra 

Eddie 

Book  binder 

Waiter  White 

Sv/immi  ng 

Engl ish 

Bub 

Aviator 

Arvo  Wilkraan 

Skiing 

School 

Arv 

Fireman 

Metta 

Swimming 

Boys 

Oui  ja 

Nurse 

Williams 

Kenneth  'John 

Plants 

Girls'  Duet 

Ken 

Engineer 

Ethel  Wood 

Club 

Reading 

Ted 

Teacher 

James  Woodard 

Sv7iraming 

Dancing 

Tubby 

Printer 

Richard 

Collecting 

Fish 

Dick 

Comedian 

Wilburn 

pictures 

Henry 

Sitting  around 

Working 

Hank 

Traveler 

Yamashiro 

Ruth  Harrison 

Dancing 

Baseball 

Rudy 

Teacher 

< ♦ 
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THE  Fairy  bridge 


On  the  way  to  fairyland,  in  the  beautiful  kingdom  of  flov/ers, 
stands  a magnificent  bridge  spun  of  splendid  silks  and  sprinkled 
with  yellow  daisy  flowers.  Many  years  ago  the  little  fairy  folks 
built  this  bridge  for  their  dear  princess  who  once  each  year 
crossed  over  it  to  see  the  fairy  May  festival.  When  the  princess 
was  to  conje,  the  fairies  spread  soft  silver  moss  upon  the  floor  of 
the  passage  and  sprinkled  rose  buds  upon  this. 

In  the  evening  when  the  fairies  came  out  in  the  silver  star- 
light, the  bridge  looked  like  a beautiful  picture  from  a story  book 
When  you  are  on  your  pillov/  of  dreams,  you  too  may  visit  this  tiny 
bridge. --Patsy  Herton,  H8z* 

AN  IMx^GIN^RY  BRIDGE 

I sometimes  see  language  as  a bridge.  Each  interjection,  prep 
osition,  and  conjunction  is  a hinge,  screw,  or  a bolt  because  they 
show  relation  or  connect.  The  pronouns  and  nouns  are  the  big  and 
little  steel  beams.  A phrase  is  a span.  Each  sentence  is  a sec- 
tion of  the  bridge.  And  all  these  together  make  a paragraph  or  the 
bridge.  Adjectives  make  up  the  paint.  Verbs  are  the  workmen. 

History  makes  a good  bridge  too.  Every  country  has  its  ovm 
bridge.  Sometimes  some  war  v/ill  change  the  v/hole  plan  of  the 
bridge  and  connect  it  with  some  other  bridge.  See  it  is  all  so 
easy.  Hoivever,  for  a bridge  to  travel  on,  I prefer  a bridge  of 
steel  and  concrete,  v/ouldn't  you?--Lois  Bloom,  H7-2 

THE  ARCH  OF  ARCHES 

O'er  the  dancing  waters,  gleaming  in  the  sun, 

Men  labor  on  the  Bay  Bridge  that  nov;  is  almost  done. 

We  gaze  in  admiring  wonder  at  piers  of  solid  steel. 

This  mighty  structure  o'er  us.  Hov;  small  it  makes  us  feel  I 

--Frank  V/akefield,  L9-3 

THE  GREAT  SaLT  LAKE  CUT-OFF 

The  Salt  Lake  was  a place  to  be  shunned  until  a bridge  was 
built  across  it.  The  bridge  was  started  in  1901.  It  took  eighty 
feet  of  piles  before  the  company  struck  rock  bottom,  When  they  did 
they  dumped  in  rocks  until  it  was  a solid  mass.  The  bridge-workers 
planned  to  v/ear  rubber  boots  but  the  salt  water  ate  away  the  rubber 
In  spite  of  all  these  difficulties,  the  bridge  v;as  finally  built. 
Now  you  can  ride  for  miles  and  miles  seeing  nothing  but  the  spark- 
ling v/ater  and  be  as  safe  as  riding  on  dry  land, 

--Elaine  Erickson,  II8x 


w.aLKIng  i-j-iE  Cat  Walk 


It  v/as  a very  windy  day  when  I decided  to  go  on  the  Cat  Walk. 

I wanted  to  do  this  because  I heard  -someone  say  it  was  very  danger- 
ous, and  I like  dangerous  things. 

About  ten  o'clock  I was  on  the  Cat  V/alk.  When  I looked  down, 
the  ferry  boats  looked  like  toys,  and  the  people  like  ants.  For  a 
long  time  I looked  down.  Then  all  of  a sudden,  the  Cat  Walk  began 
to  sway  back  and  forth,  and  I had  to  begin  to  think  of  my  life  in- 
stead of  ferry  boats. 

After  the  wind  stopped  I watched  them  make  the  cables.  A 
large  instrument  would  go  across  and  come  back,  and  when  all  the 
wire  is  v/oven  together  it  is  called  a cable. 

Then  when  I was  tired  of  watching  the  cable  being  spun,  I 
watched  the  riveting.  The  men  v/ho  riveted  had  to  be  experts  at  it. 
When  a rivet  v;as  red  hot,  this  man  v/ould  throw  it  to  a man  with  a 
bucket,  and  he  would  catch  it  in  the  bucket.  Then  he  would  throw 
it  and  the  next  man  vifould  do  the  same,  , This  v/ent  on  until  it 
reached  the  man  who  riveted  it. 

You  should  take  a trip  on  the  Cat  Walk. --Martha  Matson,  H7-4 

THE  HOJiDSMADE  BRIDGE 

Last  summer  we  made  a small  bridge  over  a part  of  a creek 
where  I was  staying. 

We  first  drove  some  heavy  boards  into  the  creek  bed.  We  put 
large  rocks  and  dirt  at  the  bottom  so  that  it  ;vould  be  strong.  To 
finish  the  bridge,  we  nailed  boards  on  top  of  the  timbers  that  Vv'ere 
sticking  out  of  the  water. 

After  v;e  finished  the  bridge  we  started  to  cross  it.  At  first 
we  did  not  know  whether  it  vrould  be  safe  or  not.  So  we  put  on  our 
bathing  suits  so  that  if  it  broke  we  would  not  get  our  clothes  wet. 
V/hen  we  went  over  it  and  were  in  the  middle,  it  broke  and  we  fell 
into  the  v;ater.  We  found  that  bridge-building  is  not  so  easy. 

--Eugene  Struhm,  H7 


THE  RAINBOW 

There  are  bridges  large,  there  are  bridges  small. 
There  are  bridges  wide,  there  are  bridges  tall. 
But  of  the  bridges,  big  or  small. 

The  rainbovif  is  the  best  of  all. 

Now  if  you  hear  the  story  told, 

That  at  the  end  there's  a pot  of  gold. 

Don't  think  of  what  v/as  said  or  meant. 

Just  think  that  that  bridge  was  heaven-sent, 

--Raymond  Francis,  L9-3 


A BRIDGE  FROM  YESTERDAY 


Yesterday  the  Indians 
’.Vere  grov;ing  their  corn; 
Today  the  sv/ift  motorist 
Is  blowing  his  horn. 


Tomorrow  what  v/ill  come? 
That  nobody  knows. 
Probably  satin 
For  evertiay  clothes. 


Yesterday  we  crossed  the  Bay 
By  boarding  a boat. 

Today  we  can  bridge  it 
And  no  longer  float. 


--Melba  Armstrong,  L8x 


FROM  t>eIMITIVS  TO  MODEPN 


In  many  places  in  Africa,  where  dusky  natives  live,  are  primi- 
tive bridges.  These  are  not  made  of  steel  and  concrete,  as  our 
modern  bridges  are,  but  are  made  of  straw.  Across  them  the  people 
actually  walk.  The  natives  make  them  tliS  same  as  their  straw  bas- 
kets, only  -stronger.  Most  of  these  straw  bridges  are  made  over 
water  and  rocKj'  places.  Sometimes  they  fall  down  or  tip  over  when 
people  walK  over  them. 

In  other  places,  v/here  there  are  no  means  of  getting  across  a 
river,  a teraporarj'  span  is  used,  the  pontoon  bridge.  Many  small 
boats  are  placed  side  by  side  until  thej  form  a floating  bridge. 
Planks  are  laid  on.  this  floating  foundation.  Armies  often  use  the 
pontoon  bridge  in  crossing  the  enemy's  country. 

In  California  the  largest  bi-idge  ever  constructed  is  now  being 
built.  This  bridge  has  cost  millions  of  dollars  and  the  cables 
used^on  tnis  gigantic  structure  are  so  long  that  they  can  wind 
around  the  world  several  times.  This  already  famous  bridge  joins 
San  Francisco  and  the  Es.st  Bay. 

This  contrast  shows  how  civil iiiat ion  has  advanced  from  the 
times  of  crude  stra'w  bridges  to  the  present  v/hen  we  have  huge  steel 
structures. — Joe  Augello,  K8z ' 


RIP^'L 


Bridges  you  cross 
Covered  with  moss 
Over  tlie  river  sm.all. 

Rippling  sti- earns  flovv; 

Tov/ard  ocean  tiiey  go 
From  many  a waterfall. 

If  ripples  could  talk 
As  on  bridges  walk 

Th‘‘.-y  would  toll  wondrous  talcs  to  all. 


--Edward  Lonorgan,  R7-2 


m EXPERT 3NC 3 ON  THE  BAY  BRIDGE 


When  my  last  day  in  the  College  of  Engineers  v;as  finished,  I 
got  my  diploma  and  set  out  to  see  if  there  was  a good  job  for  me. 

Naturally  my  thought  turned  to  the  Bay  Bridge.  It  was  just 
the  job  I was  looking  for.  They  were  just  Istying  the  foundation  in 
the  middle  of  the  Bay.  I read  further  and  it  said,  "Workers  needed. 
Call  Glencourt  0646."  I hurried  to  the  phone  booth  in  a drug  store 
and  phoned  to  inquire  about  the  job.  I told  them  of  my  preparation 
and  asked  for  the  job.  The  man  at  the  other  end  of  the  line  said 
to  report  for  duty  at  eight  o'clock  at  the  foot  of  Ashby  Avenue. 

The  next  day  I was  brought  out  to  the  middle  of  the  Bay  where 
they  were  laying  the  foundation.  I was  put  on  a big  barge  which 
’was  anchored  there.  First  we  built  a large  box  to  be  set  down  to 
the  bottom  of  the  Bay.  Then  we  pumped  the  v^ater  out  of  the  box. 

We  filled  the  box  with  cement  and  put  iron  stakes  down  to  hold  the 
box  in  place.  We  then  let  that  stand  to  dry.  The  men  ordered  a 
big  crane  to  be  brought  so  we  could  put  the  tower  together.  This 
took  tvi/o  months.  After  the  tower  was  finished,  we  went  on  with  the 
next  tower.  This  went  on  for  at  least  six  months  until  we  had  all 
the  towers  up.  The  next  step  was  to  hang  the  steel  from  tower  to 
tovver.  We  started  working  out  to  the  first  tower  from  San 
Francisco  and  after  about  six  months  were  out  to  the  first  tower 
and  half  'way  to  the  second  tower,  I was  v^alking  along  the  cat\walk 
and  saw  a man  fall.  I turned  my  head  so  I could  not  see  him  killed. 
One  day  in  January,  1936,  the  main  catwalk  tipped.  Two  men  were 
saved  when  they  jumped  to  a cable  which  happened  to  be  strung  about 
that  time.  We  started  to  string  the  rust  of  the  cable  in  January^ 
1936.  It  is  said  that  the  bridge  will  be  finished  in  1933.  I hope 
to  live  to  see  that  day. --Jesse  Brov/nlee,  H7-4 


A PATHFINDER 

Many  years  ago  'when  Cryus  W.  Field  tried  to  spin  a cable  a- 
cross  the  Atlantic  Ocean,  did  people  marvel  at  the  idea  and  hurry 
to  help  him?  No,  they  said  such  a thing  was  impossible,  and  that 
it  could  never  be  done.  But  were  they  right?  Their  impressions 
were  entirely  'wrong.  'Then  Mr.  Purcell  mentioned  his  'wonderful  idea 
of  our  Bay  Bridge  he  was  thought  insane.  Although  it  vjas  much  easi- 
er for  him  to  persuade  people  upon  this  subject  than  it  'was  for 
Cyrus  7.  Field,  it  still  remained  a hard  task.  Finally  they  began 
with  building  the  giant  to'wers  and  then  spinning  the  cables.  High 
upon  tiie  catwalks,  skilled  men  'work  day  by  day.  Think  of  the  risks 
they  are  taking  to  develop  our  modern  'world { People  from  all  over 
the  world  shall  come  to  sue  this  bridge  and  to  stare  motionless  at 
the  beautiful  piece  of  science  and  skilled  engineering. 

— Shirley  Duffin,  H7-4 
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ABRAHAM  LINCOLN 


I first  saw  him  at  Gettysburg -va  president  of  the  United 
States.  His  shoulders  were  bent  with  the  cares  of  a nation;  his 
face  was  lined  with  the  symbols  of  worry;  but  when  he  began  that 
famous  speech  he  was  no  longer  a weary  official;  he  was  the  leader 
of  his  people,.  Watching  and  listening  to  this  great  man,  I seemed 
to  be  hypnotized  with  the  magic  of  his  v/ords.  I vias  not  the  only 
one;  the  multitude  of  others  listening  were  under  the  spell,  for- 
getting their  worries  and  cares.  It  seemed  that  the  man  v/as  a magi- 
cian,. His  lately  bent  shoulders  v;ere  straightened,  his  tired  face 
alight  v/ith  enthusiasm,  honesty,  and  fairness.  Little  v/onder  that 
our  beloved  Abraham  Lincoln  was  the  ideal  of  his  people, 

— ^Barbara  Corley,  K9-1 


THE  PEANUT  VENDER 

Old  Tony,  who  sells  peanuts  on  the  corner  of  our  street,  must 
have  been  born  v/ith  a peanut  in  one  hand,  and  his  prized  monkey  in 
the  other.  His  long  black  v/hiskers  jerk  back  and  forth  as  he  jab- 
bers over  the  quality  of  his  goods.  A black  slouched  hat  perches 
on  top  of  his  kinky,  oily  black  hair,  and  frequently  the  floppy  red 
feather  falls  over  one  eye.  The  startling  thing  about  Tony,  though, 
is  his  beady  black  eyes.  They  seem  to  stare  through  you,  and  are 
set  in  a frame  work  of  fine  wrinkles,  which  make  them  look  like  tv/o 
spiders  in  their  webs,-— Ruth  Cunningham,  H9-1 

REUNION 

A chill  February  day  crept  upward  from  the  East.  One  by  one, 
the  stars  that  had  been  awake  all  night  began  to  fade,  and  ceased 
to  look  upon  the  earth.  Below,  the  houses  of  the  town  lay  silent,. 
Some  were  stately  and  beautiful;  others  were  shabby  and  comfortless; 
some  crowded  thickly  together  and  many  stood  stark  and  stiff. 

Of  all  these  dwellings,  none  was  so  dreary  as  one  rough  hut 
that  crouched  upon  a hill.  The  door  opened  slowly  and  an  old  man 
came  forth.  Shivering  v;ith  cold,  he  walked  down  the  hill  a.nd  gath- 
ered dry  sticks  which  he  laid  upon  the  ground  beside  him.  He 
looked  up  and  saw  a bright  limousine  bounding  swiftly  over  the 
rough  road.  It  stopped;  a young  man  jumped  out  and  came  quickly  to 
the  old  man,  who  gave  a cry  of  joy  and  fainted  in  the  arms  of  his 

son  who  had  been  av/ay  on  an  African  expedition. 

V/hen  night  again  descended  on  the  little  village,  the  old  hut 

was  unoccupied,  but  before  a crackling  fire  in  a hotel  on  the  oth- 

er side  of  the  village,  sat  the  old  man  with  his  son.  Oh  what  a 
joyous  reunion  it  v/as.'  The  son  told  tales  of  his  adventures  while 
his  father  listened,  with  a smile  upon  his  face,  glad  that  his  son 
was  alive  and  with  him  once  more. — Ruth  Harrison,  H9-1 


BROKE  I SAVED  I 


Last  winter  my  friend  and  I went  on  a trip  into  Western  Canada. 
’-7e  had  been  gone  about  a week  when  he,  whom  I called  Bob,  broke  his 
leg.  I tried  to  relieve  the  pain  by  putting  splints  and  tight  band- 
ages on  the  leg,  after  I had  set  it. 

Bob  insisted  on  trying  to  wake  home,  so  the  next  morning  we 
set  out  at  sunrise.  It  was  about  the  third  day  of  our  return  trip 
when  we  stumbled  upon  a deserted  trapper's  cabin.  We  agreed  to 
stay  there  for  at  least  a few  nights  to  let  the  leg  heal. 

That  night  about  eleven- thirty , I a'wokei  Some  noise  av/akened 
me  but  I didn't  know  what.  It  sounded  like  someone  crying  for  help! 
I listened  as  the  seconds  went  by.  Suddenly  it  came  again,  the 
terrifying  howl  of  the  wolfi  I took  my  gun  and  started  outside 

when  the  whole  pack  of  about  fifteen  started  to  howl.  To  me  it 

sounded  as  if  a thousand  wolves  were  trying  to  outdo  each  other. 

Of  course,  this  awoke  Bob.  Suddenly,  Bob  told  me  to  listen  care- 
fully and  to  tell  him  if  I heard  anything  strange.  I did  I It  was 
an  aeroplane  motor. 

I ran  out  to  signal  the  pilot.  As  soon  as  I stepped  outside 
the  wolves  started  to  hov;l  again.  I went  back  into  the  cabin,  re- 
turned with  ray  gun,  and  shot  three  of  the  vandals. 

The  plane  landed  in  the  hard  snov;,  and  ray  friend  was  taken 
back  to  the  hospital  and  I to  ray  home. --Joe  DeLanoy,  H9-2 

A HINGE  THAT  NEEDED  SOME  OIL 

The  rain  came  down  in  large  quantities  and  thunder  could  be 
heard  frequently  as  Dan  sat  alone  in  the  library  trying  to  keep  his 
mind  on  the  book  he  was  reading.  "Why  does  everybody  have  to  go 
out  and  leave  me  home  alone,  especially  on  a night  like  this?" 
thought  Dan. 

What  was  that?  He  listened  intently  but  he  only  heard  the 
moaning  of  the  v/ind,  the  patter  of  the  rain  on  the  windows,  and  his 
ovm  quick  breathing.  Perhaps  he  had  Just  imagined  it,  but  there  it 
was  again — the  soft  squeaking  of  a door  hinge  as  if  someone  were 
pushing  the  door  open,  Dan's  heart  v;as  pounding  madly  as  he  rose 
from  his  chair.  Then  came  to  his  cars  the  soft  footsteps  of  some- 
one walking  in  the  other  room,  Dan  gathered  his  courage,  took  the 
old  poker  that  vjas  standing  by  the  fireplace  firmly  in  hana,  and 
walked  to  the  door.  He  opened  it  as  noiselessly  as  possible,  tip- 
toed to  the  next  room  slowly,  and  peeked  in.  Lo  and  beholdl  There 
on  top  of  the  sink  were  a pair  of  groon  eyes  looking  at  himl  It 
was  his  cat,  Mitzie.  So  she  was  the  one  who  had  been  frightening 
the  life  out  of  himi 

There  was  the  family  car  coming  up  the  drive.  It  surely  was  a 
relief  to  have  someone  around,  even  though  Dan's  fears  had  been  for 
nought. — Margaret  Kindlo,  H9-2 


rilY  VACATION 


On  my  vacation  last  ye;j  I went  to  the  ocean*  I stayed  in 
Fort  Ross  for  four  weeks  and  I had  a fine  time.  In  the  mornings  I 
went  fishing  for  trout  and  v/hen  I got  back  I always  had  at  lecust 
six  or  seven  trout.  Then  I v;ould  eat  and  could  I put  the  food 
awayi  One  day  I went  out  with  one  of  the  boys  to  see  how  tiany  deer 
we  could  see.  After  we  rode  about  six  miles  we  stopped  at  a little 
spring.  After  filling  our  canteens  with  fresh  water,  v/e  climbed 
a tree,  '/Ye  had  been  sitting  for  about  ten  minutes  when  we  heard 
some  twigs  cracking,  and  v/hat  do  you  think  we  saw?  A lit  tie 'baby 
deer.  We  took  him  back  to  camp  and  shovjed  him  to  the  folks.  The 
last  day  of  vacation  came  and  was  I sorry  to  leave.'  When  we  start- 
ed away,  I looked  back.  I could  see  Squeak,  Marshall,  Pat,  Ernie, 
and  all  the  rest  saying,  "Good-by.  We’re  going  to  miss  you." 

--Melvin  Fuhrman,  H9-3 

BURBANK  JUNIOR  HIGH  SCHOOL 

E stands  for  Burbank 
U stands  for  unity 
R stands  for  reliability 
B stands  for  the  best' 

A stands  for  ambition 
N stands  for  neatness 
K stands  for  knowledge. 

--Frances  Kajfez,  H9-3 

A CAT  TALE 

Sir  Tom  Cat,  the  duke  of  Catnip,  rode  with  pride  for  at  his 
side  was  Lady  Kitty.  Lady  Kitty  had  not  decided  whether  to  become 
the  bride  of  Sir  Torn  Cat  or  Mr.  Alley  Cat.  She  decided  to  wait  and 
see  which  was  more  honest.  Of  course  I'lr.  Alley  Gat  was  jealous  be- 
cause if  he  did  not  narry  Lady  Kitty  he  would  not  become  lord  of 
Kittenville.  He  decided  he  would  kidnap  Lady  Kitty  while  she  and 
Sir  Toi3  Cat  were  out  riding. 

It  was  dark  in  the  v/oods  where  they  were  riding  and,  as  they 
approached  a clump  of  bushes,  out  jumped  a bandit  who  was  masked. 

It  was  !V[r.  Alley  Cat.  He  demanded  that  Sir  Tom  Cat  dismount  from 
his  horse.  The  bandit  stood  close  and,  as  Sir  Tom  Cat  dismounted, 
he  brushed  his  tail  in  the  bandit's  face  causing  him  to  drop  his 
gun.  Sir  Tom  Cat  quickly  picked  it  up  and  mounting  his  horse 
again,  told  the  bandit  to  walk  ahead.  Then  Lady  Kitty  said  she 
would  marry  Sir  Tom  Cat. 

When  Mr.  Alley  Cat  was  turned  over  to  the  sheriff  of  Catnip, 
Lady  Kitty  and  Sir  Tom  Cat  were  married  and  lived  happily  ever 
after. — Patricia  Riley , H9-3 


A FRIEND  TO  REMSI/iBSR 


My  father  took  me  to  Santa  Cruz  tv/o  years  ago,  where  he  got  a 
job  in  a drug  store..  We  met  some  old  friends  and  we  lived  with 
them  and  paid  board.  My  father  had  a chance  to  get  a job  in 
Oakland  so  he  left  me  to  stay  with  thorn.  The  woman  of  the  house 
was  short  and  stout,  and  she  could  just  waddle  around.  She  would 
make  doughnuts  and  cookies  for  me  and  every  night  I would  play  her 
a game  of  checkers  or  cards.  It  seemed  that  I had  always  lived 
with  her.  I v/ould  get  up  in  the  morning  and  hear  her  singing  and 
flipping  pancakes.  Finally,  my  father  took  me  av;ay.  We  went  up  to 
Alturas  for  a vacation,  about  a month  later  I received  a telegram 
from  her  son.  She  had  been  walking  across  the  street  and  had  been 
hit  by  a car  and  dragged  thrity  feet  before  it  stopped.  She  died 
three  hours  later.  Needless  to  say,  I was  sick.  Every  once  in  a 
v/hile  v/hen  I am  faced  with  a problem  I sit  and  think  v/hat  she  would 
have  done  under  the  cii-cumstances, --Noel  Dubois,  H9-5 

I THOUGHT  I V/AS  A FOET 


I thought  I Y/as  a poet, 

But  strange  as  it  may  seem. 
My  poetry  came  back  one  day 
From  my  favorite  magazine. 


Oh,  it  was  such  a lovely  poem. 
At  least,  I thought  it  v/as. 
About  the  king  of  fairyland 
And  the  things  he  usually  does. 


"Your  spelling  is  atrocious. 

The  verses  do  not  rhyme. 

If  you  can't  send  me  some  better  stuff 
Please  don't  take  up  my  time," 

--Ruth  Karris,  H9-4 


A SO-CALLED  FRIE^'.fD 


I once  had  a friend  v/ho  was  all  front  and  no  back.  He  was  al- 
v/ays  bragging  about  hov;  wonderful  he  v/3.s  in  his  school  v/ork,  and 
v/hat  wonderful  games  of  baseball  and  marbles  he  could  play.  One 
day  just  to  test  him,  I asked  him  to  play  a game  of  One-a-cat  '.vith 
me. 

My  friend  and  I v/ent  to  the  lot  next  to  my  homo.  He  had  first 
up  and  just  the  tv/o  of  us  v/ore  2'laying,  The  game  v/ent  on  until  I 
vjas  called  for  dinner,  When  I told  him  that  I had  to  go,  ho  was 
very  angry  with  me.  At  that  time  the  score  v/as  in  ray  favor  twenty 
to  one.  He  called  me  a cheater  and  said  I was  unfair,  I chal- 
lenged him  to  a game  of  marbles  and  v/on  and  he  still  didn't  like 
the  y/ay  the  games  v;ere  won  cr  played.  It  was  all  done  in  a fair 
manner  but  ho  didn't  think  so. 

My  so-called  friend  didn't  like  me  afterwards  and  ho  doesn't 
like  me  now. --Phil  Hynes,  H9-5 


BURBANK  SCHOOL 


B urbank  is  a place  of  v/ork  and  play, 

"U"  better  do  as  you’re  told  or  you  won't  stay. 

R uh,  jump,  skip  and  hop;  that's  the  v/ay  you  play. 

B urbank,  Burbank,  hurray i hurray  1 

nd  that  is  the  way  you  v/ill  feel,  if  you 
N ever  fail  the  school  of  happy  raeraory  and  fun. 

K eep  work  and  play  in  their  place  and  your  race  is  v/ell  run, 

--Pauline  Ghego,  H9-4 

A FRIENB  I ONCE  lUD 

A friend  I once  had  v;as  very  nice  to  me  when  he  first  moved 
here.  We  would  go  to  the  shov;  some  nights.  He  was  very  polite  and 
not  selfish  a.t  all.  There  v/as  only  one  thing  I did  not  care  for 
about  him.  He  would  boast  a lot  and  v/hon  he  came  to  do  the  deed  he 

would  be  afraid.  He  used  to  brag  how  far  he  could  swim,  so'  we  went 

s-wimming  one  dny.  He  see'med  to  be  afraid  to  come  into  the  water, 
and  then  suddenly  he  came  in  and  he  could  not  sv/im  at  all.  He  got 

into  bad  company  and  v/as  sOon  in  trouble.  He  smoked  a great  deal, 

sv/ore,  and  got  into  a fight;  sometimes  he  went  around  stealing  from 
stores.  When  he  looked  at  a person,  he  v/ould  not  look  him  in  the 
eye.  He  would  always  turn  around  and  look  the  other  way* 

One  day  he  said  to  a little  boy,  "Sonny,  I bet  I have  more 
money  than  you  have."  He  only  had  a dime-  and  the  little  boy  had 
seventy-five  cents.  When  the  boy  showed  him  the  money,  he  grabbed 
it  and  ran.  Later  he  went  to  the  show,  spending  the  whole  amount. 
He  ended  in  the  reform  school . --Edward  Sundell,  H9-5 

' Farewell,  burbank! 

Burbank  v/ill  alv/ays  be  the  best  of  schools 
Until  we  leave  for  Berkeley  High,. 

Respect  for  teachers  and  schoolraeites  and  rules 
V/e'll  alv/ays  consider  until  we  die. 

At  la.st  vie  will  hear  our  names 

Being  read  aloud,  leaving  a'happy  crowd,. 

Keep  up  our  spirits  as  v;e  have  vowed. 

E'e  a good  citizen 
U nder  all  circumstances. 

R eliable  at  all  times, 

B c a good  sport, 

A Iv/ays  obey  the-  rules  of  the  scihool. 

N over  v/aste  your  needed  time, 

K nov/  the  lav/s  of  the  school. 

--Charles  Navarro,  H9-4 


i'/HAT  A RIDE 


The  most  exciting  hicycle  ride  I over  had  v/as  in  the  country 
three  years  ago.  The  thrill  of  the  ride  was  provided  by  the  old, 
rusty,  broken-down  bicycle,  v/hich  had  neither  a chain  nor  a brake. 

On  this  contraption  my  friend,  Jane  Williams,  and  I rode  down  the 
hill  in  front  of  our  house. 

Our  getting  on  the  bicycle  and  her  pushing  off,  I still  remem- 
ber. With  a croaking  of  wheels  wo  started  down  the  hill.  Down  a 
short  hill  we  flew,  gaining  speed  at  every  turn  of  the  wheels.  The 
ground  leveled  off  for  about  ton  feet;  then  vje  shot  out  into  space 
like  a ski-jumper,  continuing  our  flight  downvjard.  After  this  hill 
came  a long  stretch  of  level  ground,  where  we  slowed  down  considera- 
bly. 

Just  as  I thought  the  ride  would  end,  v;o  reached  the  top  of 
the  third  and  last  hill.  Once  more  we  raced  along  and  around  a 
bend  at  break-neck  speed  to  thunder  down  the  home  stretch.  As  we 
reached  the  foot  of  the  hill,  our  front  wheel  hit  a bump.  Crunch! 

I felt  myself  flying  through  the  air,  and  thud! 

'When  I regained  ray  breo.th,  I found  Jane  examining  the  bent  and 
twisted  remains  of  our  onc>_  glorious  bicycle.  It  was  the  last  time 
we  rode  on  it,  but  that  last  ride  was  glorious,  though  wild. 

--Dorothy  Horn,  H9-3 


A STREAI'-ILINED  CAR 

Sam  Sprats  and  his  friend  Jim  worked  day  after  day  on  their  re- 
cently purchased  automobile,  a de  luxe  touring  car  built  in  1914. 
After  weeks  of  hard  work  on  their  part,  the  motor  ran. 

At  last  they  v/ero  ready  for  their  test  ride.  Their  racer  ran 
nearly  five  miles  per  hour.  This,  too,  was  a great  surprise  to  the 
boys,  since  only  one  tire  had  air  in  it;  gas,  oil,  and  water  leaked 
out  rapidly;  and  the  steering  wheel  didn't  work  constantly.  They 
were  traveling  down  a country  lane  when  they  noticed  a man  in  front 
of  his  house  crying  for  help.  He  shouted  that  his  house  was  on 
fire.  Sara  sped  his  car  up  to  the  terrific  speed  of  ten  miles  per 
hour.  As  they  v;er;;  going  up  a hill,  the  car  came  to  an  abrupt  stop. 
Jim  asked  what  they  should  do  next. 

"Push!"  said  Sara. 

Jim  did,  and  with  much  labor  they  reached  the  top.  As  the  car 
gathered  speed  coasting  down  the  hill,  they  started  the  engine.  At 
last  they  came  into  the  nearest  town  and  the  fire  trucks  wore  sent 
to  the  rescue. 

The  boys  were  rewarded  by  receiving  a new  car,  since  their 
auto  had  lost  two  cylinders,  the  front  axle  had  broken,  the  band- 
ag»js  had  come  off  of  the  tiros;  in  fact,  the  car  was  not  in  a good 
condition. --Mels  Nelson,  H9-3 


ATALAIvfTA  .^SID  KIPPOLIEi*GS 

The  raany  suitors  would  not  part, 

Because  they  sought  Atalanta's  heart. 

Her  feet  vjere  so  very  fleet, 

A race  with  her  suitors  she  would  meet. 

Even  though  they  knew  her  speed. 

Her  death  warning  they  did  not  heed. 

Hippomenes,  a brave  young  lad, 

Sought  her  heart  as  others  had. 

He  prayed  to  Venus  up  above 
To  help  him  win  Atalanta's  love. 

She  journeyed  far  unto  the  west 
To  grant  Hippomenes'  request. 

And  from  a beauteous  tree  did  pluck 
Three  golden  apples  for  his  luck. 

The  morning  that  the  race  began 
Three  apples  were  within  his  hand. 

He  cast  an  apple  to  the  side. 

As  Atalanta  snatched  it,  he  went  by. 

She  looked  up  with  a lovely  grace. 

To  find  that  he  had  won  the  race. 

--Grace  Wares,  L9-1 

NAUGHTY  JOHNkT 

Johnny  was  the  only  child  in  the  family,  full  of  fun  and  frol 
ic,  alv;ays  playing  tricks  on  others.  Some  were  even  mean  and  cruel 
Once  he  ran  away  with  an  old  lady's  hat.  Because  his  family  was 
rich,  Johnny  felt  free  to  do  the  mischief  he  pleased. 

One  night  while  he  was  in  bed,  the  window  ’was  opened  and  in 
came  a little  dwarf  with  two  companions.  They  sat  at  the  end  of 
his  bed  and  when  he  opened  his  eyes  and  sat  up,  the  dwarf  chief 
said,  "Johnny,  we  are  from  Uischiof  Land.  Vv'e  tease  people  and  make 
them  angrj’."  'With  these  words  they  all  pounced  upon  him  and  began 
pulling  his  hair,  tickling  'his  toes,  and  tearing  his  pajamas,  un- 
til Johnny  thought  he  could  stand  it  no  longer. 

Then  something  happened.  It  was  morning  and  Johnny's  mother 
Was  kissing  his  cheek,  "Oh  Mother,"  he  said,  "may  I buy  a new  hat 
for  tha c lady  and  give  my  toys  to  the  children  whose  toys  I broke?" 

"Why,  Johnny,"  his  mother  answered,  "of  course  you  may.  Whyi 
What  brought  this  on?" 

Johnny  didn't  answer.  He  just  sat  up  in  bed  and  thought  ho’w 
perfect  it  must  be  to  be  a really  good  boy. --Louise  Thurner,  L9-1 


NEVER  SETTLE!^ 


Moving  to  the  country  is  the  fnvorite  subject  of  conversation 
in  our  family.  Every  time  someone  gets  a little  cold  or  sniffles, 
my  father  brings  up  the  subject  of  "getting  away  from  it  all".  Ho 
says,  "If  we  lived  out  on  a farm  somewhere  and  had  nothing  to  do 
but  raise  chickens,  we  would  not  be  sick  so  often." 

Then  the  argument  begins.  "Don't  be  silly.  You  know  we  could 
not  live  on  chickens  alone." 

Mother  says,  "V/e  couldn't  be  satisfied  on  a farm  av/ay  from  our 
friends . " 


"V/e  couldn't  go  to  a show 
put  in  meekly. 

Between  mother  and  me,  we 
of  Dad's  head,  for  a while,  at 
But  in  a few  vjeeks,  if  it 
v;ell,  out  comes  the  old  family 
by  mother  and  mo  until  another 


nearly  so  often  as  we  can  here,"  I 

finolly  get  the  notion  of  moving  out 
leas  t. 

is  foggy  or  someone  doesn't  feel 
argument  again,  onl„  to  be  quieted 
aay. --Virginia  Ledbetter,  L9-2 


GETTING  YOUR  0’’N  "'AY 


"But,  Mamma — " 

"No,  you  are  not  going  to  Ida's  house." 

"Well,  what's  vjrong  now?"  (This  usually  from  my  father)  "Ev- 
ery time  I enter  this  room  I hear  thati" 

"bhe  vaants  to  yo  to  Ida's  house  again,"  stated  ray  mother. 

"What  on  eartn  do  you  find  so  alluring  there?" 

"Veil,  there's  always  a crowd  over  there,  and  h^^re  I sit 
alone,  with  nothing  to  do  ell  evening,"  I explained. 

"Clean  out  your  desk,  " said  m^-  mother.  " 

"Mamma,  you  knovii  very  v;ell  that  Erna's  (my  married  sister's) 
three  little  "angels"  are  coming  the  day  after  tomorrow,  and  then 
my  desk  will  be  a nice  mess  all  ovti-  again.'"  I argued.  "An^avay, 

I was  invited  to  go  over  there.  " 

"Good  griefj  Will  this  infernal  arguiqg  never  stop?  Gertrude, 
for  heaven's  sake,  why  don't  you  move  over  there?" 

"Ohi  She  just  wants  to  see  Ida's  brother,"  said  my  mother 
teasingly. 

By  now,  the  argument  has  ceasud  to  be  funny  to  me,  and  I leave 
the  room  with  an  angry:  "OhJ  who  cares  about  him  anyway?" 

"Now  sec  what  you've  done,'"  says  my  father,  "'Vhy  don't  you 
lot  her  go?" 

There  is  a soft  and  hesitant  knock  on  ray  door  and  Mother  en- 
ters . 

"All  right,  Gertrude,  you  may  go  to  Ida's  but  don't  stay  later 
than  8:30  and  don't-" 

The  rest  of  her  speecli  is  smothered  by  my  grateful  hugs  and 
kisses . --Gortrude  Tauchmann,  L9-2 
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LOST,  BUT  VOETH  IT 


During  the  early  spring,  a young  hoy,  not  more  than  three 
years  of  age,  started  tovarls  the  forest. 

After  several  hours  he  became  tired  and  hungry,  so  he  turned 
hack  towards  home.  He  'Ma.s  so  interested  in  the  birds  and  the  but- 
terflies and  the  beauty  of  the  forest  that  he  did  not  notice  the 
way.  He  vjalked  one  way,  then  another,  but  he  could  not  find  the 
right  vjay . Then  the  sun  sank  belo'.v  the  horizon.  Soon  he  heard  a 
long,  soft,  hov;l , It  seemed  to  him  that  a hundred  eyes  were  look- 
ing at  him,  but  they  belonged  only  to  the  night  owls.  The  black- 
ness was  broken  by  a bright  light,  a beam  from  the  flashlight  of 
a searching  party. 

The  lad  was  glad  to  be  found,  but  told  the  group  that  he 
should  never  forget  the  beaut-iful  things  he  had  seen  in  the  forest 
that  da.y.--Ward  Vance,  L9-3 

AT--  UNEXPECTED  BATH 

It  was  a lovely  day  in  January,  so  I walked  to  the  pond  to  see 
if  it  viere  frozen.  I was  dressed  in  my  snow  outfit  and  carried  new 
skates.  The  pond  was  frozen  very  hard,  so  I skated  svjiftly  to  the 
middle  of  it.  I did  fancy  tricks  to  show;  the  other  children  that  I 
could  really  skate.  I ska.ted  backw.'ards  and  didn’t  notice  a sign, 
"Danger”.  All  of  a sudden  the  ice  broke  and  in  I fell.  I thought 
surely  I would  drov;n,  but  someone  polled  me  out.  I went  home  very 
quickly.  I was  put  straight  to  bed  and  had  to  take  some  medicine 
for  I was  sneezing  by  that  time.  I never  tried  to  skate  backwards 
again  for  I did  not  want  another  ice  bath  in  the  middle  of  January. 

--Phyllis  Kleeberger,  L9-3 


A NARKO'J  ESCAPE 

Birds  wore  singing,  locusts  humming,  and  all  seemed  peaceful 
this  fine  morning  when  I decided  to  stroll  to  the  trap  I had  set 
the  night  before. 

The  trap  had  been  sprung,  but  nothing  was  in  it.  To  set  it  a- 
gain  I had  to  crawl  inside  of  the  opening.  I was  just  ready  to 
leave  v;hen  I looked  up  and  sa.w,  on  top  of  the  ledge,  a big  Diamond- 
back  rattler,  his  beady  black  eyes  staring  at  me.  He  came  closer. 

I could  hear  his  long  body  slithering  through  the  underbrush.  He 
reached  the  ledge  where  he  stopped  and  coiled.  Cold  sweat  rolled 
dovm  ray  face.  I v;as  caught  in  my  own  trapi  Then  I heard  another 
slithering  and  sav;,  to  my  great  surprise,  a beautiful  King  snake 
making  his  way  towards  the  rattler.  It  all  took  place  in  a fev;  sec- 
onds, but  it  seemed  as  if  hours  passed  while  I crouched  there.  The 
King  snake  vi/as  victorious  and  I climbed  out  of  the  trap  uninjured. 

--Frank  Wakefield,  L9-3 


OUT  ON  THE  RAl'JGE 


Jesse's  uncle  has  invited  Jesse  and  his  friends  to  the  ranch. 
The  boys  have  a new  friend.  Altogether  there  are;  Pete,  Jimmy, 
Scoot,  and  the  Johnson  twins.  They  have  just  arrived  at  the  ranch; 
it  is  almost  dark  and  Jesse  and  the  rest  of  the  gang  have  gone  to 
see  the  horses.  One  of  the  twins  has  headed  for  the  ranch  house. 
Jesse's  Aunt  Emma  had  seen  the  party  start  off.  Just  before  the 
twin  reached  the  house,  he  saw  two  pies  on  the  window  sill.  He 
sneaked  up  and  grabbed  one  and  ran  away.  Aunt  Emma  had  seen  hit? 
and  thought  something  was  wrong  and  went  down  to  the  stables.  She 
saw  the  other  twin  and  vjent  back.  When  she  got  to  the  h;iuse  and 
looked  into  the  kitchen,  she  almost  fainted.  The  kitchen  looked  as 
though  a hurricane  had  hit  it.  Preserves  vjere  all  over  the  floor, 
dough  was  plastered  on  the  walls,  and  flour  had  been  thrown  around. 
She  looked  into  a big  pot  to  see  if  the  sandwiches  she  had  made 
were  still  there.  When  she  opened  it  she  shrieked,  for  out  of  the 
pot  jumped  a big  cat. 

After  a time  she  found  out  that  the  boys  were  twins.  She  was 
going  to  make  the  one  that  made  the  mess  clean  it  up,  but  she  got 
the  wrong  twin. 

Next  day  they  were  going  to  have  a hurdling  race  on  horses. 
Everyone  was  riding'  except  one  of  the  twins.  On  the  other  side  of. 
the  first  hurdle  he  poured  water  and  the  ground  became  muddy.  Un- 
der the  saddles  of  the  horses  he  put  burrs.  When  the  horses  jumped 
over  the  first  hurdle,  the  riders  were  thrown,  Pete  and  Jimmy  land- 
ed in  the  mud.  Jesse  was  hooked  by  a limb  and  was  hanging  in  the 
tree.  The  twin  was  thrown  into  a hedge.  When  the  boys  caught  the 
other  twin,  they  gave  him  a good  soaking  in  the  river  and  put  flour 
all  over  him.— George  Nelidov,  H8x 

SPRING 

Spring  has  come  with  its  pretty  wild  flowers, 

Birds  again  nestle  amongst  the  trees'  bowers.. 

Far  o'er  the  fields  the  flowers  are  meeting. 

And  nodding  their  heads  as  if  in  greeting. 


For  they've  not  seen  each  other,  for  fully  a year. 

And  there's  so  rmach  to  tell;  they  must  listen  and  hear. 
Their  nows  passes  on  from  one  to  another. 

From  buttercups  to  the  lily  and  clover. 

The  clouds  in  the  sky  seem  so  fluffy  and  white, 

And  to  look  at  them  really  is  she^-r  delig'nt, 

JVinter  is  over.  Oh,  hov/  the  birds  singl 
They  aru  so  happy;  they're  singing  of  spring. 

--Kay  McEvoy,  H8x 


A HORRIBLE  EXPERIEMCE 


Drums,  boating  to  an  even  tempo  and  gradually  speeding  up,  na- 
tives vi/ith  their  queer  dress  and  weirdly  painted  faces  and  shrill 
cries.'  My  mind  vi/as  so  muddled  up  with  all  these  happenings  that  I 
couldn’t  think  straight.  What  a funny  feeling  it  was  to  know  that 
I v/as  going  to  be  burned  alive. 

The  natives  had  tied  me  to  a pole  in  the  center  of  a clearing 
and  then  they  started  to  dance  and  yell.  The  witch  doctor  came 
over  and  lit  the  v;ood  that  was  at  my  feet.  Flames  rising  higher 
and  higher  hid  from  view  the  things  that  v;ere  going  on  around  me. 

Just  then  I opened  my  eyes  wide  and  everything  disappeared. 

I was  in  my  own  bedroom  at  home.  I have  never  forgotten  that  hor- 
rible dream  experience . --Evelyn  Nethercott,  K8y"' 

THE  WRECK 

The  "California"  was  wrecked  in  a typhoon  and  the  passengers 
were  all  lost  but  tv;o.  They  could  not  launch  the  life  boat  because 
there  was  a heavy  sea  rolling  the  ship  from  one  side  to  another. 

The  two  survivors  wore  Nick  and  Carol.  They  drifted  ashore  with 
the  wreckage. 

They  landed  on  an  island  called  Rainbov;  Island,  where  they 
were  marooned  for  about  three  weeks.  While  on  the  island,  they 
discovered  gold  and  taey  were  attacked  by  savages  two  or  three  times. 
They  were  having  a terrific  battle  when  help  came.  A battleship 
crew  came  to  the  rescue. 

They  were  taken  aboard  the  battleship  and  were  given  food.  On 
their  return  to  San  Francisco  they  found  themselves  wealthy  because 
of  the  gold  they  had  found  and  brought  back  with  them, 

--Particia  Cramer,  H8z ' 


AN  ACCIDENT 

One  day  as  I was  v;riting  a composition  in  the  room,  my  pen 
went  dry,  I stuck  it  in  the  inkwell  to  fill  it,  but  the  inkwell 

was  dry,  I turned  around  to  fill  it  in  the  inkwell  behind  me, 

but  that  visis  dry  too. 

Then  I decided  to  fill  the  inkvjell,  I v;ent  to  the  front  of 
the  room  and  tried  to  get  the  ink,  but  it  was  up  too  high.  Then  I 
got  a small  stool  and  climbed  upon  it.  just  as  I grabbed  the  bot- 
tle, I lost  ray  balance  and  went  tumbling  head  over  heels,  witn  the 
ink  all  over  the  floor,  on  my  face,  and  on  my  clothes. 

The  teacher  made  me  stay  after  school  and  clean  up  the  mess, 

I had  to  buy  a new  bottle  of  ink  for  the  room.  When  I got  home  I 

got  a licking,  and  had  to  stand  and  scrub  my  clothes  for  two  hours 

until  they  were  clean,  I hope  I have  better  luck  the  next  time  I 
have  to  fill  my  pen. — Alvin  Ohraan,  H8y ' 


AN  AMTJSING  INCIDENT 


One  day  when  we  were  camping  in  the  woods,  we  decided  to  hunt 
rabbits.  'Ve  made  a lunch,  took  our  twenty- twos  and  some  ammunition, 
and  started  out.  About  twelve  o'clock  we  reached  a small  stream, 
v/here  we  sat  down  to  eat  our  lunch  and  rest.  After  a while  we  saw 

some  rabbits  drinking  from  the  stream,  and  shot  two  of  them.  'Ve 

skinned  them,  put  them  in  our  knapsacks,  and  started  back  to  camp. 

>'hen  we  reached  camp  we  saw  a doe  and  a fawn  chewing  on  some 
carrots  which  we  had  left  uncovered.  The  doe  saw  us.  She  started 
to  run  away,  but  came  back  for  the  young  deer.  The  young  one  v/ould 

not  budge  because  he  liked  the  carrots.  So  the  doe  grabbed  a bunch 

of  carrots  in  her  teeth  and  coaxed  the  young  deer  to  follow.  After 
the  fawn  had  eaten  all  the  carrots  in  reach,  she  ran  after  the  doe 
for  more  until  they  were  out  of  sight. --Alvin  Ohman,  H8y ' 

SCOUT  CAMP 

The  Berkeley  Scout  Camp  is  an  old  rock  quarry  about  two  miles 
from  the  end  of  the  Arlington  cai'  line.  It  is  about  a hundred  feet 
up  to  the  top.  Up  on  top  there  are  three  cabins.  The  way  to  get 
to  those  cabins  is  up  a twisting  path  on  the  inside  of  the  quarry. 

At  the  back  of  the  quarry  on  top  is  a signaling  toivcr  that  is  about 
fifty  feet  up.  It  is  not  very  strong  now  but  it  is  still  possible 
to  go  up  it.  On  the  other  side  there  is  an  observatory  and  about 
six  more  cabins. 

Dov/n  below  is  a big  lodge  and  a,  house  where  the  caxetaicer 
stays.  There  is  a Sea  Scout  cabin  there,  also.  There  are  some 
mine  shaits,  but  you  are  not  allowed  to  go  inside. 

--Raymond  Phipps,  H8y' 


THE  HEIR 


ivtrs.  Higgins,  an  old  widow,  had  passed  av/ay. 
sick.  She  had  died  at  the  age  of  eighty- two. 

5'Irs . Higgins  had  a butler  named  Pat  O'Malley  who  wanted  very 
much  to  inherit  the  bulk  of  her  estate.  To  get  on  the  good  side  of 
her,  ho  acted  as  if  he  loved  to  pet  her  poodle, 
this  dog  very  much. 

In  her  will,  that  she  had  made  out  to  Pat, 
ing  that  in  one  of  her  hundred  copies  of  "Alice 
was  in  her  library,  she  had  the  will  all  made  out. 

Pat  went  right  to  vork  for  he  was  anxious  to  find  that  will. 

He  looked  into  seventy-five  books  before  he  could  find  it.  when  he 
found  It,  ho  read  it  and  over  the  clause  that  mentioned  him  ho  wept 
sa  c , lo  ray  faithful  and  honest  Pat  0 'Malloy,  I will  leave  my 
poo  le  whom  he  claims  to  love,  and  the  bulk  of  the  estate  goes  to 
the  orphanage . — Ail eon  Posepanko,  H8y  ' 


She  hadn't  been 


Mrs.  Higgins  loved 

she  left  a note  say- 
in  Wonderland"  that 


MY  FAVORITE  HOBBY 


My  favorite  hobby  is  skating.  Almost  every  Saturday  night  I 
go  to  Rollerland  and  skate  to  my  heart's  content.  It  is  one  pas- 
time that  is  not  only  a pleasure  but  healthful  as  well.  Grown-ups 
as  well  as  children  should  learn  to  skate  and  enjoy  it,  Rollerland 
is  not  an  excellent  place  to  go  unless  you  are  an  experienced  skat- 
er; nine  times  out  of  ten  you  find  yourself  on  the  floor  with  about 
ten  or  twenty  more  that  have  tripped  over  you.  I have  taken  many  a 
fall  and  knoy;  how  it  feels. 

At  Rollerland  there's  a sign  which  says  "All  skate".  \Vhen  you 
hear  a bell  ring,  you  all  turn  to  look  at  the  sign  and  follow  its 
directions.  Not  only  have  they  "All  skate"  but  "Ladies  skate", 

"Men  skate",  "Tag",  and  "Hi  jinks".  If  you  have  no  place  to  go,  I 
advise  you  to  go  to  Rollerland.  You  will  never  regret  it  unless 
you  take  a severe  fall,  but  it's  still  lots  of  fun. 

--Violet  Burke,  H8y" 

THE  SAN  FRANCISCO  BAY  BRIDGE 

What  is  it  stretched  across  the  Bay, 

Glittering  'neath  the  moon's  bright  ray? 

Ah,  'tis  a bridge,  majestic,  tall, 

Growing,  growing  for  you,  for  all. 

What  is  it  shining  over  there? 

Yes,  shimmering  like  a jewel  rare. 

'Tis  a bridge  growing  mile  by  mile, 

Gaining  beauty  all  the  while. 

Everyone  knows  the  joy,  the  pleasure, 

To  be  so  near  a royal  treasure. 

We  admire  it  day  by  day 
Stretching  o'er  the  shining  Ray. 

— Kenneth  Atkinson,  H8y" 

THE  BROADWAY  TUNNEL 

The  Broadway  Tunnel  had  twin  tunnels  about  one  mile  long. 

Mud  and  dirt  are  about  one  foot  deep  on  the  floor  of  the  tunnel. 
When  it  is  finished  it  will  bo  sixteen  feet  high. 

The  tunnel  work  is  novv  in  a very  bad  place  for  soft  debris, 
large  boulders,  and  springs  have  been  encountered.  It  is  also  full 
of  gas.  Men  cannot  smoke  in  the  tunnel  due  to  the  danger  of  explo- 
sions. They  vjork  in  shifts  all  day  and  all  night.  They  have  to 
wear  eight-pound  batteries  on  their  backs.  Six  locomotives  in  the 
tunnel,  three  in  one  portal  and  three  in  the  other,  are  used  to  car 
ry  mud. 

The  Broadway  Tunnel  is  another  of  the  groat  projects  of  today. 

--Herbert  Hickman,  H8y" 


A TRIP  ON  A SHIP 


One  hot  summer  day  a friend  of  mine  visited  me.  He  was  a cap- 
tain of  a boat  which  was  docked  near  our  house,  so  he  thought  he 
would  visit  me.  That  wasn't  the  only  reason,  for  he  asked  my 
mother  if  I could  go  with  him  on  his  ship  for  a trip  to  San  Pedro 
up  the  coast  past  San  Francisco  to  Portland  and  back  to  San  Fran- 
cisco. My  mother  could  not  resist  such  an  opportunity  for  me. 

In  a few  days  everything  was  ready  for  the  trip.  Before  I 
knew  it  we  were  sailing  out  the  Golden  Gate.  It  began  to  get  rough 
with  a small  gale  blowing  towards  the  northeast.  A few  miles  down 
the  coast  I began  to  feel  the  misery  of  seasickness. 

After  two  days  of  sailing  we  arrived  in  San  Pedro.  We  did  not 
have  many  hours  for  touring  because  it  only  took  three  hours  to 
load  and  unload.  Then  off  we  started  up  the  coast  to  Portland. 
During  the  trip  from  San  Pedro  to  Portland  I did  not  become  seasick. 
We  made  it  faster  than  the  first  part  of  the  trip,  for  we  did  not 
have  a head  wind.  In  three  days  we  arrived.  Within  the  harbor  we 
saw  many  ships  coming  and  going.  We  did  not  stay  long  at  this  port 
for  a storm  was  due.  V/e  arrived  in  the  Bay  of  San  Francisco  within 

a day  and  a half.  There  was  a heavy  fog  so  we  had  to  stay  there 

until  it  lifted.  Then  I got  off  the  boat  and  onto  a ferry  boat 

headed  for  home.  I was  happy  to  get  home  from  the  long  journey  but 

I wish  everybody  could  make  such  a trip. — Howard  Thor,  H7-4 


MOON,  SO  ROUND  AND  YELLOW 

You  moon,  so  round  and  yellow. 
Shining  in  the  sky. 

Oh,  how  I love  to  see  you 
Looking  from  on  high,' 

Again  and  again  I wonder 
When  I see  you  there. 

How  they  get  to  light  you 
Hanging  in  the  air? 

Where  do  you  go  at  morning 
When  the  night  is  past, 

And  the  sun  comes  peeping 
O'er  the  hills  at  last? 

Sometime  I will  watch  you 
As  you  move  overhead, 

When  you  think  I 'm  sleeping 
Snugly  in  my  bed. 

--Helen  Hovi/ard,  H?-4 


THE  DAFFODILS 


Tiny  tips  of  green 

Slowly  cone  from  their  beds  in  the  earth; 
Daffodils  slowly  uncover  their  heads 
And  show  their  golden  worth. 

— Bernice  Lucy,  LSx 


A QUEER  MLIGKBOR 

"Mother.'  Mother.'"  cried  rny  little  sister  one  sunny  morning. 
"Come  quick  and  see  the  people  that  are  going  to  live  next  door." 

To  satisfy  my  sister,  my  mothrjr  went  to  the  door  and  there  she 
saw  a huge  moving  van  unloading  the  furniture  of  our  neighbor-to- 
be.  My  mother,  seeing  the  elaborate  furniture,  thought  surely  they 
must  be  wealthy. 

Late  the  same  day,  she  saw  a noisy  old  car  drive  up  in  front 
of  our  nev;  neighbor's  house . Out  stepped  a thin  man  of  about  forty- 
five  dressed  entirely  in  black  with  a high  black  hat. 

After  a few  days  my  mother  thought  it  would  be  kind  to  call  on 

our  new  neighbors  and  get  acquainted.  Iiiiagine  her  surprise  'when 
she  rang  the  bell  and  the  same  man  answered  the  door.' 

She  asked  to  see  the  lady  of  the  house  and  the  man  said  that 

no  lady  lived  there.  She  then  asked  to  see  the  man  of  the  house 
and  the  little  man  replied  that  he  was  the  "man  of  the  house".  My 
mother  said  that  she  had  come  to  pay  a visit  and  he  invited  her  in- 
to the  library. 

Of  his  own  accord  the  man  began  to  tell  her  his  life.  He  be- 
gan, "I  married  when  I was  quite  young.  A fe-.v  years  ago  I lost  all 
but  a small  portion  of  my  money.  Shortly  after  that  m.y  v;ife  died. 

I lived  by  myself  for  a long  time,  for  I could  no  longer  employ  any 
servants.  A few  weeks  ago  I was  left  this  house  and  so  I moved  in. 

My  mother  asked  why  he  didn't  sell  his  furniture  and  move  to 
an  apartment.  He  said  that  all  the  furniture  belonged  to  his  wife 
and  he  didn't  want  to  give  it  up.  This  queer  neighbor  had  been 
living  alone  for  years,  cooking  his  ov/n  meals  and  making  his  own 
bed . 

My  mother  felt  sorry  for  him  and  invited  him  to  visit  us.  He 
accepted  and  came  over.  This  '.vas  quite  a while  ago  and  now  our  fan 
ily  and  he  ai'e  the  best  of  friend, i. --Ruth  Shulte,  L8x 

THE  FIRST  SIGNS  OF  SPRING 

Spring  must  be  com.ing  here  at  last. 

Cold  winter,  too,  'vill  soon  be  past. 

Oh.'  Many  mating  birds  I've  seen. 

And  now  the  trees  are  turnin'7  green. 

--John  Fritz  , i^Sx 


IMPORTANT  RATS 


Where  my  mother  works  they  are  experimenting  on  rats.  There 
are  many  different  colored  rats;  some  are  tlack,  white,  and  brown. 

There  are  many  departments  for  experimenting  on  them.  My 
mother  works  in  the  stock  room.  She  raises  them,  When  they  are 
first  born,  they  have  no  hair.  The  color  of  their  skin  is  the 
color  that  their  hair  is  going  to  be.  The  mother  rat  keeps  her 
babies  until  they  are  twenty-one  days  old.  Then  they  are  kept  by 
themselves  or  sent  to  a different  department  to  be  experimented 
upon.  Only  one  male  is  kept  from  each  litter. 

Different  foods  are  tested  for  vitainins.  Some  have  lots  of 
vitamin  E and  some  have  no  A or  visa  versa.  One  diet  consists  of 
butter,  milk,  cheese,  and  vegetables.  It  is  in  powdered  form. 

Then  the  rats  have  water,  of  course. 

Each  rat  has  a family  history  written  on  a card.  In  this  way 
the  workers  can  tell  the  rats  from  each  other.  They  also  have 
marks  in  their  ears , --Clarence  Andrews,  L8y  ' 

MY  FLYING  COUSIN 

I have  a cousin  who  is  an  aviator.  He  has  covered  enough 
space  to  have  gone  around  the  world  thirty-five  times.  Many  of  his 
friends  say  that  he  can't  fly  in  a straight  line  because  he  is  al- 
ways doing  stunts.  His  name  is  Cloyed  Cleverger  and  he  has  flown 
ever  since  he  was  twenty-one. 

He  ran  a school  not  long  ago  teaching  aviation.  He  has  pub- 
lished a fev;  books  on  how  to  fly.  He  also  tests  airplanes. 

In  flying  you've  got  to  be  able  to  keep  your  head,  because  if 
you  are  up  in  the  air  and  something  happens,  you  cannot  get  all  ex- 
cited because  it  might  mean  your  life,  7/hen  you  are  flying  an  air- 
plane, keep  everything  below  ^ou  on  a level, --June  Galleher,  L8y* 

BUGEARS'  FIRST  AT®  LAST  FIGHT 

When  Bugears  was  a kitten,  he  was  the  most  devilish  animal 
in  the  neighborhood.  We  always  let  him  out  at  night,  but  since  he 
almost  killed  himself,  we  don't  let  him  out  any  more. 

One  night  we  v/ere  sitting  in  our  kitchen  when  we  heard  a 
bloodcurdling  screech.  My  brothers  and  I rushed  out  to  see  what 
made  the  noise.  Bugears  and  another  cat  were  fighting. 

Fur  v/as  flying,  and  the  hissing  and  screaming  sounded  lika 
sirens.  It  looked  as  though  sparks  were  flying  from  the  ball  of 
black  and  grey  fur. 

I grabbed  Bugears  and  ran  into  the  house.  I don't  know  what 
appened  to  the  other  cat.  poor  Bugears  was  horribly  scratched. 

I ^^hed  his  wounds  and  put  him  in  his  box.  Since  then  I never 
let  him  go  out  of  the  house.— Betty  Churchill,  L8y" 
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A POEM 


A poem  is  a lovely  thought  that  lives  on  and  on  in  the  years, 
Sometirai:.s  of  fields  and  meadov's , other  times  of  wars  and  fears. 
Lovely  though'LS  have  gone  into  poems. 

Thoughts  of  happiness  are  the  most  beautiful  to  hear; 

7/hen  the  sun  is  sinPing  behind  the  evei-green  trees 
Many  people  are  tl^ir.ling  how  lovely  this  world  is  now; 

Some  are  thjnhing  of  God  and  his  promise  to  us. 

And  of  these,  lovely  eras  have  been  ivrirten. 

A poem  has  a sparkle,  a hope,  a.nd  a fear; 

Of  ancient  soldiers,  their  battles  they  dare; 

Of  lovolj-  maidens  taker  from  their  homes; 

Of  hills,  flowers,  sxorra,  and  sun,  and  any  distant  dome. 

All  these  a poem  has  hidden  in  its  breast. 

Hoping  some  one  will  discover  it  and  use  it  to  its  best. 

--Martha  Jenson,  H7-2 


A CHANGE 

It  was  cold  and  glooray  all  about; 

It  was  winter  rime  no  doubt. 

The  wind  was  blo'.ving,  with  snow  on  the  ground. 

Why,  there  wasn't  a single  flower  around. 

The  trees  were  lonesome  for  their  leaves, 

Thile  birds  were  flying  to  keep  warm  in  the  breeze. 
And  then  all  of  a sudden,  vjhat  do  you  think? 

The  sun  came  out  of  the  clouds  like  a wink. 

There  was  no  snow  now,  but  in  its  place. 

There  was  green  grass  in  every  space. 

And  to  be  sure  there  was  no  doubt. 

It  was  spring  all  about.' 

Granuccia  Amadie,  H7-2 


CFRING 


The  flowers  are  blooming. 

The  birds  now  sing, 

Everywhere,  everywhere, 

'Tis  spring/ 

The  darling  little  violet 
Is  peeping  through  the  gr-ound, 
And  out  in  the  big  green  woods 
A cluster  of  roses  is  found. 


The  robin  and  the  blue  bird 
Are  returning  from  the  South. 
And  no,v  their  hungry  betes 
Each  wait  with  open  mo'.ith. 

May  it  be  beach,  yard,  or  wood 
Everywhere,  'tis  very  clear, 
Sven  on  the  mountain  side 
Spriiig  is  here.' 

--Helen  Siraonds , H7-2 


‘IHE  KETURfv  OF  CHFIbTOPIIF.S  COLUMFUS 


It  is  midnight  in  the  graveyard,  where  the  dead  are  resting 
under  the  cold  ground.  Christopher  Columbus  is  rising  from  his 
grave.  Huey  Long,  v;ho  died  a short  time  ago,  joins  him. 

As  Christopher  Columbus  looks  all  around  him  strangely,  ho 
>:iUeGtions  Mr.  Long.  "'7here  are  we?  I have  never  hoard  of  this 
place  before." 

".j'e're  in  America,  the  land  you  have  discovered,"  replies  Huey, 

"America.'  You  must  be  mistaken;  this  couldn't  possibly  be 
America.  This  place  is  so  different  from  my  landl" 

"But  remember,  Columbus,  it  has  been  a long  time  since  you 
died  and  the  place  has  changed. " 

"Let  us  argue  no  longer.  I must  see  what  they  have  done  to 
this  place  you  call  my  America. " 

So  away  they  went  to  New  York  where  evorythiiig  was  alive. 

"Look,  Mr.  Long,  there  are  cliffs.  That  is  all  that  reminds 
me  of  my  land." 

"Hai  Ha]  You  make  me  laugh,  Columbus;  those  are  skyscrapers. 
L'hat's  the  matter?  You  look  as  if  you'd  taken  a dose  of  castor  oil." 

"'i7ell,  you  seem  to  know  everything.  I hope  you  can  tell  me 
what  this  is;  it  looks  like  a monster," 

"You  do  kill  me.  That  is  a streamlined  train  people  use  for 
transportation. " 

"But  it  goes  so  fast]  Mr.  Long,  oh  look,  there  is  a smaller 
train,  talking." 

"No,  that's  an  automobile,  Columbus,  with  a radio  in  it." 

"Oh,  if  only  my  friends  were  here,  Mr.  Long.  I wonder  if  they 
would  think  the  world  vias  coming  to  an  end.  Gracious,  what's  that 
in  the  sky,  a giant  eagle?" 

"Oh,  that  is  the  new  China  Clipper,  also  used  for  transporta- 
ytion  and  forcarrying  things.  Why,  Columbus,  it's  almost  day.  We 
must  hurry  to  our  graves.  The  ^v|aickest  way  back  is  by  airplane." 

"Oh,  no,  it  goes  too  fast  and  too  high.  Please  let's  walk. 

No,  help]  Not  by  airplane." 

They  went  by  airplane  and  into  their  graves  they  v/ent  fast 
asleep. — Tony  Nuccio,  L8y ' 


MY  LOG 

I have  a Boston  bull  dog  whose  name  is  Duke.  He  has  the  fun- 
niest tail  I have  ever  seen.  It  is  something  like  a pig's  tail  or 
a capital  z.  When  he  runs,  he  looks  as  if  he  puts  his  back  legs 
first,  then  his  front.  He  does  many  tricks.  He  walks  on  his  hind 
St^s  and  he  puts  a pipe  into  his  mouth  and  makes  believe  he  is  smok- 
ing. hen  he  runs  away  and  then  comes  back,  he  knows  what  he's  go- 
ing to  get,  so  he  gets  ready  and  turns  his  back  for  us  to  hit  him. 

--Lorraine  Gouveia,  L8z ' 
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CAP'FTRING  A WILD  COLT 


The  other  day  when  my  cousin,  some  boys,  and  I were  walking  in 

San  Pablo  Canyon,  we  saw  a herd  of  wild  horses.  In  this  herd  was  a 

colt  not  more  than  a week  old.  He  v/as  a healthy  and  well  propor- 
tioned animal,  so  my  cousin  decided  that  he  would  try  to  capture 
him.  He  was  pure  black  with  a white  mane  and  tail,  and  a white  dia- 
mond on  his  forehead.  '’e  decided  to  name  him  Prancer. 

This  horse  was  too  young  to  fear  us,  but  as  soon  as  the  rest 
of  the  herd  got  the  scent  of  human  beings,  they  began  to  flee.  The 
colt's  mother  also  fled  until  she  found  out  that  her  colt  was  not 
with  her.  Then  she  swung  around  and  came  back.  Prancer  could  not 
go  very  far;  he  was  too  young  and  his  legs  were  too  shaky  and  weak. 
The  mother  horse  soon  got  tired  of  hanging  back  from  the  rest  of 

the  herd,  so  she  left  him,  but  she  kept  an  eye  on  him  all  the  while. 

The  next  day  my  cousin  and  I went  back  on  our  horses;  this 
time  we  took  a lariat  and  a lump  of  salt.  Soon  we  saw  the  horses 
near  the  place  where  they  v/ere  before.  The  wind  was  blowing  in  the 
opposite  direction,  so  they  did  not  smell  or  see  us  'till  we  got 
right  up  to  them;  then  they  fled  as  fast  as  they  could.  But 
Prancer  did  not  go. 

We  got  off  our  horses,  and  edged  up  little  by  little,  holding 

out  the  lumps  of  salt  until  we  got  within  a few  feet  of  him,.  Much 

to  our  surprise,  he  came  up  and  took  it,  but  he  did  not  run  away. 

Suddenly  I got  a chance  to  grab  him.  My  cousin  cut  his  lariat  in 

pieces  and  made  a halter  out  of  it.  This  he  slipped  over  Prancer's 
head  with  ease.  We  had  a hard  time  leading  him  to  the  trailer,  but 
we  got  him  there  somehow. 

When  we  got  him  out  to  the  riding  stables,  I heated  some  milk, 
put  it  in  a bottle,  put  a nipple  on  it,  and  fed  him.  We  had  to 
feed  him  in  this  manner  for  a month.  After  a month  I put  a saddle 
on  him  and  walked  him  around  the  stables  and  yard  an  hour  or  two 
every  day.  One  day,  wlien  I thought  he  was  about  used  to  the  saddle, 
I tried  to  ride  him,  but  I didn't g o far;  I found  myself  on  the 
ground.  I did  this  every  day  until  I could  ride  him.  He  is  still 
out  at  the  stables,  and  is  tho  best  horse  in  the  whole  academy.  He 
is  now  a year  and  six  months  old. --Veronica  June  Vidolin,  H7-4 

SPRING 

Springtime  is  the  time  for  joy  and  happiness,  for  the  world  is 
full  of  happy  people.  Blue  skies,  flowers,  and  sunshine  make  the 
world  happy.  Pansies,  china-lilies,  tulips,  peonies,  and  daffodils 
bloom  radiantly  under  the  quiet  blue  skies.  A brilliant  green  is 
the  background  of  these  fresh,  young,  spring  flowers.  Robins,  blue 
birds,  and  sparrows  sing  joyously,  making  the  world  mere  gay. 

Happy  children  smile  do?/n  on  them.  Happiness  arrives  when  spring 
time  visits  the  world. --Yasuko  Obayashi,  H7-4 


THE  BRIDGE 


Over  the  splashing  waves  it  will  go, 

Coming  along  sure  though  slow. 

Soon  we  will  look  very  far  down 
And  see  a lovely  little  town; 

Automobiles  going  back  and  forth 
Over  the  top  of  the  city  wharf. 

Trains  and  buses  go  here  and  there 
Through  the  fresh  breezes  of  the  air. 

Trucks  with  every  kind  of  load 
Will  go  over  this  great  long  road. 

Over  it  we  hope  you'll  go 
Until  you  get  to  San  Francisco, 

Over  there  is  a wonderful  sight 
When  the  lights  are  on  at  night. 

Ferries  still  are  working  their  way 
To  get  the  autos  across  the  Bay, 

But  soon  we  will  say  farewell 
To  these  ferries  that  worked  so  well, 

And  soon  on  this  completed  bridge  you'll  go 
Again  and  again  to  San  Francisco. 

— Lloyd  Angel la  H7-5 

AN  ADVENTURE  IN  A DRE.lM 

I was  on  a cloud  going  to  Dream  City,  made  of  candy.  We  trav- 
eled through  the  city  on  a little  car  made  of  peppermint.  From  the 
windows  we  saw  Cinderella,  Peter  Pan,  the  Old  Woman  in  the  Shoe, 

Jack  and  the  Giant,  Little  Red  Riding  Hood,  Mother  Goose,  and  many 
other  characters  of  whom  we  had  read. 

About  one  o'clock  we  saw  all  the  people  running  into  their  can- 
dy homes.  We  didn't  know  what  v^a.s  happening.  Suddenly,  a woman 
called  out  of  her  window,  "Get  out  of  the  street.  A giant  is  com- 
ing and  he  v;ill  eat  anything  that  is  in  his  way." 

We  didn't  have  time  to  move  the  car,  for  we  heard  a noise, 

and  the  earth  felt  as  if  it  were  moving  from  under  us,  I knew  it 

was  the  giant,  so  I started  to  run,  but  I never  seemed  to  get  any- 
where. The  giant  was  right  behind  me;  he  picked  me  up  and  laughed 

and  laughed.  He  put  me  into  his  mouth  and  I was  falling  into  a 
dark  tunnel,  V/hen  I hit  the  bottom,  it  was  light.  I opened  my 
eyes,  and  there  I was  on  the  floor.  I had  been  dreaming  and  had 
fallen  out  of  ray  bed.  How  glad  I was  to  find  myself  safe  at  homol 

--Margaret  Gee,  H7-5 
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AT  THE  traARF 


The  v/ater  was  green  as  green  could  be  j 

Such  fun  again  I shall  never  seel 

The  boys  were  swimming 

And  the  balls  v/ere  skimming 

And  the  boats  in  the  harbor 

Were  swaying  toward  starboard. 

The  papers  were  flying, 

And  the  fish  vwre  dying 
Under  the  fisherman's  knife. 

Ohl  what  a place  for  life' 

The  club-house  was-  full 
And  the  lines  had  a pull; 

It  is  never  dull 
When  you  feed  a gull. 

— Francis  Hill,  H7-6 

AT  THE  FAIR  - 

Things  at  the  fair  are  very  fuiiny 

But,  of  course,  they  all  cost  some  money. 

The  Ford  Building  is  a beautiful  sight; 

You  could  stay  and  look  at  it  all  the  night. 

You  spend  a nickel  here  and  a uickel  there. 

Your  father  looks  at  his  wallet  which  is  getting  bare. 
You  get  lost  while  walking  round  the  fair  ground 
But  a short  while  after  you  are  found. 

--Herman  'Wrede,  H7-6 


A T/ONDER 

As  we  look  from  Berkeley  out  on  the  Bay 
We  see  the  eighth  wonder  in  our  world  today,' 

A great  span  outlined  by  a golden  sun, 

And  far  below  it  the  white  caps  ruft. 

The  wonder  we  gaze  at  you  probably  guess 
Is  our  own  Bay  Bridge,  the  sign  of  progress. 

Slo'wly  but  surely  it's  going  up  high 
'Till  you  think  that  surely  it's  touching  the  sky. 
"Wil]  wonders  never  cease?"  you  say  as  you  gaze, 
And  from  your  lips  flov;  words  of  praise. 

Trains  can  cross  it  and  cars  can  cross,  too. 

Just  to  hear  it  said  you  think  it  untrue 
But  it  really  is  true  and  you  will  see 

In  a very  short  time  a fact  it  will  be. 

--Elon  Packard,  H7-6 


BROKEN  DISHES 


One  day  my  mother  offered  me  a dime  to  do  the  dishes.  I want- 
ed to  go  to  play  football,  so  I whispered  to  the  boys  who  were 
waiting  for  me.  They  went  away  and  when  they  oajne  back  they  had  a 
lot  of  old  dishes.  I opened  the  window  and  they  handed  me  the  dish 
es.  Then  I started  to  drop  them.  My  mother  heard  the  noise  and 
said,  ”Be  more  careful.”  I dropped  another  one.  Then  she  came  in 
and  said,  ■'You  go  righc  out  and  don't  come  back  until  suppertime." 
You  don't  know  hov;  sorry  I was  because  I could  not  come  back  until 
suppertime .--Marvine  Ellis,  H7-7 

A SMART  DOG  ' ■ 

One  day  we  were  going  on  a fifty-mile  trip.  We  were  all 
ready  to  go  when  my  mother  said,  "Is  the  dog  in  her  pen?" 

I said,  "Yes,"  for  I was  sure  that  I put  her  in.  We  were 
about  fourteen  miles  out  of  town  when  we  heard  something  banging  in 
the  trunk.  We  stopped.  My  father  got  his  gun  and  opened  the  tnank 
"ArfJ  Arf 1 " Out  jumped  the  dog.  She  had  climbed  in  when  I put  in 
some  chains. --Charles  Martin,  H7-7 

THE  BAY  BRIDGE 

The  Bay  Bridge  is  progressing  very  rapidly.  It  is  supposed  to 
be  finished  in  1938,  but  if  it  keeps  up  the  way  it  is  now  it  will 
probably  be  done  before.  If  you  have  been  across  the  Bay  lately 
you  will  see  that  the  cat  walk  is  all  the  way  across.  I think  that 
Mr.  Purcell  did  a wonderful  job  of  planning  this  bridge.  It  cer- 
tainly must  have  been  a hard  task,  but  he  carried  it  out.  The  ef- 
fort of  years  will  soon  be  crowned  with  success. 

Many  people  thought  that  the  Bay  Bridge  would  never  be  built. 
They  thought  that  it  was  impossible.  When  they  read  about  it  in 
the  paper  they  sneered  at  Mr.  Purcell,  and  practically  called  him  a 
prevaricator.  But  now  the  people  that  sneered  at  him  are  saying 
what  a wonderful  job  they  think  he  made  of  drawing  the  plans,  and 
ho’w  vjonderfully  they  think  that  it  has  been  progressing. 

— Veronica  June  Vidolin,  H7-7 

THE  call  of  spring 

The  flov;ers  nodded  their  pretty  heads, 

And  the  blue  bells  started  to  ring. 

The  news  was  carried  from  flower  to  flower 
And  the  birds  began  to  sing. 

The  rosos  sprang  from  their  v;intery  bower, 

And  joined  in  the  call  of  spring. 

--Doris  Harrison,  H7-4 


THE  HiiaTEUR 


This  day  is  done  and  I'm  in  bed.  Myi  It  seems  as  though 
morning  will  never  come.  I 'm  going  to  sing  oii  an  amateur  program. 

ilorning  at  last.  I get  dressed  and  eat  breakfast  as  fast  as 
I can.  Then  I go  to  the  neighborhood  theater  and  I see  there  are 
only  three  amateurs  waiting  outside. 

We  go  inside  and  up  on  the  stage.  I am  the  second  to  appear. 
The  first  one  finishes  very  quickly.  It  is  my  turni  I get  up  and 
sing  my  best,  but  half  way  through  I hear  a ringing  sound.  Whyi 
That's  no  gong;  it's  the  alarm  clock  ringing. 

Dreaming  again.' — Albert  Claudeanos,  L7-2 

A BAD  DaY 

At  ten  minutes  to  six  my  brother,  sister,  and  I decided  to  go 
out  and  play  ball-tag.  We  were  playing  among  the  water  pipes  when 
suddenly  a heavy  rain  fell  upon  us.  We  v;ere  surprised  to  hear  thun- 
der. When  v/e  saw  lightning,  it  didn't  take  long  to  start  running 
for  home. 

I was  the  first  one  out  oY  the  pipe  and  the  first  to  get  home. 
When  I was  in  the  backyard,  I slipped  and  fell  into  a puddle.  May- 
be I did  look  funny,  but  it  was  no  joke  to  me.--Aileen  Carlson,  L7-2 

THE  UNFORGIVEK  PET 

One  day  a cute  little  stray  kitten  came  to  our  house.  I asked 
my  mother  if  I could  keep  him  but  she  said  that  I would  have  to  try 
to  find  his  owner.  I went  to  all  the  neighbors,  but  they  said  that 
they  had  never  even  seen  the  kitten  before.  My  father  went  to  the 
nev/spaper  office  and  put  an  article  in  the  newspaper  inquiring  if 
anyone  owrned  the  kitten. 

Two  weeks  later  a man  came  to  our  house  and  asked  about  the 
kitten.  He  said  that  he  was  the  owner  but  I could  have  the  kitten 
because  I had  taken  such  good  care  of  him.  Then  I was  so  glad. 

Later  we  v;ere  presented  v/ith  a beautiful  white  canary.  Jivery 
time  we  looked  at  the  kitten  he  was  v/atching  the  canary.  At 
night  wfc  locked  him  outdoors. 

One  day  a terrible  disaster  occurred.  While  my  mother  was 
cooking  dinner,  the  kitten  jumped  upon  the  table  and  killed  the 
bird.  The  kitten  has  not  been  forgiven. --Barbara  Cook,  L7-2 

A GREAT  AMERICAN 

Abraham  Lincoln  was  a poor  man.  He  walked  for  many  miles  just 
to  got  a book.  One  night  while  he  was  asleep,  a big  storm  came. 

The  rain  spoiled  the  book  that  he  had  borrowed.  The  book  cost  four 
dollars  and  he  had  to  work  very  hard  to  pay  for  it. 


Abraham  Lincoln  taught  himself  to  read.  He  only  went  three 
months  to  school  in  his  whole  life.  He  studied  more  than  other 
boys.  When  Abraham  Lincoln  became  a man  he  became  the  president  of 
the  United  States .--Jack  Hiller,  H7 

GOING  TO  SCHOOL 

Through  the  meadows  bright  and  cool, 

In  the  pleasant  breeze, 

Oh!  We  love  to  go  to  school, 

Hornings  such  as  these. 

And  the  flowers  in  the  dew 

Call  to  us,  "Good  Bye! 

Very  well  your  work  you'll  do 
If  you  only  try!" 

--Ruby  Ghidossi,  L?-4 

THE  OLDEST  HOUSE  I EVER  SAW 

On  the  top  of  a hill  stood  a large  house  which  I had  always 
v^anted  to  investigate. 

One  day  my  friend  Mary  and  I went  for  a v;alk.  I said,  "Let's 
go  up  the  hill  and  see  what  is  inside  the  strange  house." 

She  said,  "Yes."  We  went  up  and  crept  to  one  of  the  many  win- 

dows; it  had  large  thick  curtains  so  we  could  not  see  through.  We 
rang  the  doorbell  and  an  old  woman  answered  the  door.  She  asked 
us  in  and  shovjed  us  many  things.  One  was  a grandfather's  clock  that 
ticked  so  softly  that  you  could  hardly  hear  it.  Another  was  a 
large  cat  with  green  glassy  eyes  that  sparkled  when  the  light  shown 
on  them. 

V/hen  it  grew  dark  we  went  home.  I enjoyed  the  hike  and  all 
the  things  we  saw. --Dorothy  Derganc,  L7-4 

THE  BEAR'S  WINTER  NAP 

The  bear  is  a very  peculiar  sort  of  an  animal.  He  gets  fat  in 
the  summer  and  then  he  goes  to  hunt  for  a place  to  sleep.  He  walks 
around  his  camp  for  many  days.  When  he  smells  a storm  coming, 
he  goes  to  camp  to  sleep  for  the  vjhole  winter.  Many  times  hunters 
come  to  look  for  him.  They  find  his  tracks  if  the  snow  hasn't  cov- 
ered them.  When  the  hunters  cross  the  spoor,  or  tracks  of  the 
bear,  they  walk  around  in  a circle;  if  they  cross  the  tracks  again 
they  know  that  the  bear  is  not  in  the  circle.  Then  they  start 
again  and  if  they  donH  find  the  track  they  know  that  the  bear 
is  in  the  circle.  Closing  in  with  their  dogs,  they  arouse  the 
sleepy  thin  bear  from  his  snowy  bed,  and  are  able  to  gain  enough 
money  from  his  skin  to  pay  for  their  trouble .--Mark  Gray,  L7 


J anuary  51 , 1956 . The  Burbank  P.T.A.  gave  a dinner  at  the  school. 

It  was  very  successful.  One  hundi'ed  twenty-five  guests  enjoyed  the 
dinner  and  the  recreational  program  that  followed, 

J anu ary  31 . There  was  much  hurrying  and  scurrying  around  as  the 
Nev;s  reporters  kept  their  eers  open,  for  wasn't  this  the  day  of 
their  meeting?  Nov;  1 suppose  you  think  that  means  a dull  forty  min- 
utes of  sleepy  boys  and  gins.  The  Burbarik  News  Reporters  are  wide- 
awake, ready  to  do  their  part  to-vard  our  Nev;s.  These  boys  and 
girls  chosen  by  the  teachers,  are  always  on  tiie  alert  for  news 
just  so  our  scliool  paper  will  be  more  interesting  for  you. 

February  The  first  meeting  of  the  Wizard  editors  was  held.  As 

you  can  see,  they  lost  no  time  getting  started  on  your  Burbank  book. 
These  Y/izard  editors  were  chosen  by  the  teacher.  The  meetings  'were 
carried  on  in  the  fashion  of  a club. 

February  1^.  Just  another  date  you'll  probably  say,  but  somewhere 
in  the  seventh  grader's  mind  it  sounds  familial'.  Then  suddenly  you 
exclaim,  "W'ny  that  was  ou.r  assem.blyj"  Of  course  you  remieraber  the 
introduction  of  the  new  student  body  officers:  president  of  the 
Girls'  Association,  FVelyn  Plumley,  vice-president,  Lorraine 
Maderos,  and  sacretary,  Consuelo  Anderson.  From  the  Boys'  Associa- 
tion there  was  President  Nels  Nelson,  Vice-president  James  Gratz, 
and  Secretary  Thomas  v/hisler,  Tho  court  officials,  Charles  Navarro, 
Geraldine  Barnes,  Bertram  Riggio,  Albert  Hardie,  Vivian  Chaimbliss, 
Martha  Collins,  Verna  Boston,  George  Keltni:;r,  Gorden  Bader,  Stanley 
Bush,  and  Robert  Greenwood  were  presented. 

The  seventh  graders  were  introduced  to  the  wizard  and  Ne-.vs 
Staff  who  ai'’e;  Helen  Tronoff,  Mary  Taylor,  Lorraine  'Yard,  Edwin 
Potter,  '?illiam  Oliver,  Elaine  Tscheekar,  Virginia  Fisk,  Tderesia 
Just,  and  Alfred  Louisiana.  Stanley  Thisdoll,  our  chief-of-pol ice , 
and  Captain  Frank  Xavier  were  presented.  The  last  introduction  was 
Eugene  Bryant,  our  Red  Cross  Representative. 

One  of  the  most  interesting  numbers  of  this  assembly  was  the 
wizard  Skit  which  advertised  our  '"'izard  and  News.  This  was  pr"esent- 
ed  after  a speech  made  by  Dr.  Standloy.  Mrs.  Orpha  Rhodes  played 
two  harp  selections  which  everyone  enjoyed. 

The  remainder  of  the  orogi'am  consisted  of  a dance.  Mazurka 
Minuet,  by  a group  of  girls,  a mi.isical  number  "Red  Sails  in  tlie 
Sunset",  arranged  by  our  own  Mr.  Hobbs,  and  played  by  Edmund  Whites, 
Elmo  Abernathley,  George  Medeiros,  Helen  Murden,  and  Marjoi'ie 
Gottfriedsen. 

February  14.  Everyone  enjoyed  the  Valentine  Dance  put  on  by  the 
P.T.A.  The  auditorium  was  beautifully  decorated  with  huge  valen- 
tines. 

The  P.T.A.  has  met  monthly  in  the  auditorium  and  have  had 
some  interesting  speakers.  In  tho  tall  Dr.  George  Ouleton  spoke  to 
us  on  univer'sal  fingerprinting  and  wc  were  on>-  of  the  first  schools 
to  he.vc  adults  fingerprinted.  In  January  Miss  Harriet  Fitzgoiald, 
dental  hygienist,  spoke  on  "Care  of  the  Teeth". 


February,  Mrs.  Sue  Wiley,  P.  T.  A.  Founder's  Day  chairman,  pre- 
sented a prof^rara  in  honor  of  Mrs.  Phoebe  Hearst  and  iitrs.  Alice 
Birney,  founders  of  the  P.  T.  A.  We  gave  corsages  to  our  former 
presidents  who  were  our  guests  that  day. 

February  20.  The  H7-4  class  under  the  direction  of  their  class 
teacher,  mTss  Truman,  presented  a play  entitled  "The  Headless  Horse- 
man." Midory  Asakwa  was  the  am.ouncer.  A group  of  girls  under  the 
direction  of  Miss  Misch  danced  the  "Virginia  Reel." 

February  21.  A reception  was  held  in  the  Purbank  Auditorium  in  hon- 
or of  August  Galan,  a member  of  the  Chicago  Cubs  and  a former 
Burbank  boy.  City  officials  joined  a large  group  of  his  friends  in 
doing  honor  to  "Augie."  He  was  presented  with  a handsome  leather 
club  bag. 

February  27.  Afternoon  dance  in  the  auditorium.  Good  attendance 
and  fine  music. 

M.3irch  High  School  program.  Mr.  Biedenback  brought  to  us  a group 
of  Senior  High  School  students  who  put  on  a program  of  talks  and  m- 
sical  numbers.  This  was  one  of  the  last  assemblies  of  the  semester. 
March  17.  P.  T.  A.  meeting.  Violet  Richardson  Ward  was  our  speak- 
er and  her  topic  was  "The  Mother's  Part  in  the  Health  Program." 

March  19.  The  L8x  class  under  the  direction  of  Mrs.  Bennett  present- 
ed a play  entitled  "Around  the  Blue  Wigwam."  Dorothy  Riley  an- 
nounced the  cast.  A group  of  boys  and  girls  under  the  direction  of 
Mrs.  Rhodes  furnished  the  music  for  the  play.  The  play  was  about  an 
Indian  girl  who  saved  John  Smith,  the  explorer,  from  being  killed. 
March  20 . Evening  dance  in  Burbank  Auditorium. 

March  26 . The  three  Morrow  sisters,  Mary  Jane,  cellist,  Betty  Jean, 
violinist,  and  Lucy  Ann,  the  little  sister  who  plays  the  piano,  pre- 
sented musical  selections  for  the  ninth  grade  assembly.  Four  art 
students,  under  the  direction  of  Mrs.  Most,  presented  a program  of 
art  talks,  some  of  which  were  accompanied  by  slides  made  by  the  pu- 
ils  themselves.  The  speakers  v;ere  Ethel  Gustafson  who  spoke  on  the 
Art  of  the  Home;  Margaret  Koerlin,  the  Art  of  Personal  Appearance; 
Anton  Lindquist,  Art  in  Transportation;  and  Edwin  Potter,  An  Excur- 
sion into  Architecture. 

Each  of  these  pupils  gave  an  interesting  account  of  his  sub- 
ject, which  the  audience  enjoyed  immensely.  Lorraine  Maderos  pre- 
sided over  the  assembly. 

T%.rch_  Three  cheers  for  our  H8x  v/ho  contributed  $5.85  towards 

our  flood  relief  campaign.  They  had  been  saving  their  money  for  a 
useful  purpose  and  decided  to  help  relieve  the  suffering  of  other 
people  with  their  savings. 

' group  of  seventh,  eighth,  and  ninth  grade  girls,  under 
the  direction  of  Miss  McCall,  presented  a program  of  gymnastic 
s unts  and  folk  dances.  Some  of  the  low  seventh  pupils  gave  th« 

9rm  drill.  There  were  gymnastic  stunts  presented  by  seventh  and 
eighth  grade  girls  and  some  ninth  grade  girls  presented  a number 
Of  folk  dances. 


April  At  the  yearly  evening  meeting  of  the  P.  T.  A.,  Mr, 

Green,  Preoident  of  the  Berv.eley  Traffic  Safety  Commission,  spoke 
■on  "Pedestrians'  and  Motorists ' Responsibility," 

April  25 » Program  of  songs  and  dancing  presented  by  pupils  of  Mrs, 
Rhodes  and  Miss  Misca,  James  Grata  presided, 

April  23,  A group  of  Burbank  pupils  presented  a program  at  the 
Masonic  Hall,  Included  in  the  program  v/ere:  two  selections  by  the 

String  Ensemble,  a Fashion  Shov/,  Art  Talks  by  Ethel  Gustafson  and 
Edwin  Potter,  selections  by  the  Accordion  Club,  and  a song  by 
Mickey  Garisse,. 

April  24,.  The  orchestras  from  the  Berkeley  Schools  mat  at  Berkeley 
High  School  for  a concert,  A combined  elementary  school  orchestra 
played  first.  The  program  was  a success  and  -was  enjoyed  by  a large 
audience, 

April  29,.  Scouting  for  court  officers  began.  The  doorman  and  the 
officers  were  chosen  from  the  H8  and  L9  classes.  The  three  offi- 
cers v/ere  promoted* 

May  1_,  V/e  left  our  third  period  classes  long  enough  to  watch 
Franklin  School's  May  Day  Parade  go  by.  The  Burbank  Band  played 
for  the  parade. 

May  _1,  Our  parents  were  invited  to  inspect  our  school  and  see  an 
enjoyable  program  in  the  auditorium  and  gymnasium.  Since  both 
programs  v/ere  the  same,  I shall  try  to  describe  the  performance 
in  the  gymnasium. 

The  program  was  opened  by  the  Band  with  a selection, 

"Eastern  World,"  by  Chenette, 

V/e  enjoyed  three  interesting  speec’nes.  First  Dr,  Standley 
spoke,  followed  by  two  art  talks  by  Ethyl  Gustafson  and  Anton 
Lindquist. 

A group  of  high  eighth  and  ninth  grade  pupils  presented 
Oriental  songs  and  dances.  Many  people  thought  this  to  be  one  of 
the  best  numbers  of  the  program, 

Edmund  White,  Elmo  Abernathy,  George  Maderos,  Helen  Murden, 
and  Eleanor  Harris  played  two  band  selections,  "Lights  Out"  and 
"Absent",  The  second  piece  which  the  quintet  played  was  written 
by  our  own  band  master,  Mr,  Hobbs. 

Two  dances  v/ere  presented,  a Spanish  dance  by  Sumiko  Kuryam.a, 
and  an  Elizabethan  dance  by  a group  of  ninth  grade  girls, 

I think  our  parents  thought  the  Fashion  Show  by  a group  of 
high  eighth,  low  ninth,  and  high  ninth  girls  another  of  the  most 
enjoyable  programs  presented. 

The  last  number,  an  exit  march  by  the  Burbank  Band,  ended  an 

evening  v/hich  was  enjoyed  by  all. 

Many  people  forget  that  this  program’s  success  depended  greatly 
upon  the  teachers  v/ho  sponsored  it.  I think  Burbank  owes  its  deep- 
est gratitude  to  Mrs.  Y/augh,  Miss  Misch,  Miss  Glasgow,  Miss  Santos, 
Miss  McCall,  Mrs.  Rhodes,  Mrs,  Most,  and  many  others  who  helped 
make  Burbank  an  outstanding  school  on  that  night. 


May  12.  Band  Concert  at  Men's  Gymnasium  of  the  University  of 
California.  Burbank  Band  took  part  as  well  as  Garfield,  'Jillard, 
and  the  two  bands  from  Berkeley  High  School.  A symphony  orchestra 
from  the  Oakland  high  schools  took  part. 

May  19.  P.T.A.  meeting.  The  children  of  the  school  have  presented 
programs  each  month.  This  is  to  interest  the  parents  and  demon- 
strate the  ability  of  the  child.  Dances  and  gymnastic  stunts  were 
presented  by  a group  of  girls  under  the  direction  of  Miss  McCall. 
May  28  and  May  29.  The  Spring  Fantasy.  This  operetta  was  given  by 
the  Junior  Girls'  and  Junior  Boys'  Choruses.  The  first  act,  "The 
Advent  of  Spring",  showed  the  girls  of  a nearby  village  in  a v/ood- 
land  glen.  The  second  act,  "Arrival  of  the  Gypsy  Band",  took  place 
in  the  same  glen.  A group  of  "real  Gypsies"  told  in  song  and  dance 
of  the  joys  of  Gypsy  life.  The  third  act,  "Quest  of  the  Gypsy", 
opened  with  the  chief  of  the  Gypsy  band  telling  the  audience  that 
he  and  they  are  looking  for  a cook.  While  he  was  gone,  charming 
maidens  from  a private  cooking  school  in  Boston,  entered  the  glen. 
The  Gypsy  chief,  returning,  found  not  one  but  many  cooks.  So  every 
thing  ended  happily  and  in  true  Gypsy  fashion. 

All  who  participated  in  this  fantasy  had  a most  enjoyable  time 
The  following  pupils,  over  one  hundred,  took  part  in  the  entertain- 
ment: Martha  Jensen,  Eleanor  Costa,  Anita  Hardege,  Betty  Ward, 

Virginia  Storm,  Dorothy  Veliotes,  Barbara  Pvlorse,  Charles  Navarro, 
Elmer  Silva,  Orton  Haugen,  Caleb  Crandall,  Fred  Amondsen,  David 
Silva,  David  McPherson,  Andrew  Pasqual,  Shirley  Jarvis,  Marjorie 
Gottf riedsen,  Katherine  Sutherland,  Annie  Pavlova,  Geraldine 
Harrison,  Lucille  Rose,  Emma  Cunningham,  Ellen  Erickson,  Ruby 
Amadei,  Lorraine  Miller,  Lorraine  Thompson,  Phyllis  Borgstrora, 
Geraldine  Bua,  Betty  Bustellos,  Aileen  Carlson,  Enice  Cavellini, 
Dolores  Gastello,  Helen  Crane,  Sylvia  Cugley,  Marian  De  Costa, 
Dorothy  Durgane,  Shirley  Duff in,  Doris  Fana,  Katherine  Feliz, 
Margaret  Gering,  Edith  Ghego,  Marian  Gray,  Doris  Harrison,  Santina 
Ippolito,  David  Johnson,  Marie  Jefferds,  Marvel  Jourdonais,  Frances 
Langel,  Mildred  Lewis,  Eloise  Martinez,  Charlotte  ’^unkelt,  Jean 
Orth,  Eleanor  Pfister,  Jean  Rennie,  Fern  Ribley,  Eleanor  Riter, 
Kathryn  Rowley,  Dorothy  Schaefer,  Olga  Seath,  Evon  Silva,  Mary 
Silva,  Constance  Steele,  Shirley  Strenli,  June  Strombeck,  Betty  Lou 
Walker,  Jean  Walker,  Florence  'Vest,  Virginia  Geraci,  Wilma  Bishop, 
Ida  Ferreira,  Kathleen  McEvoy , Virginia  Stadelhofer,  Barbara  Jean 
Kirby,  John  Araarel,  Joseph  Bale,  Alvin  Brandon,  Norman  Darning, 

^dwin  Fisher,  Frederick  Grass,  Edmund  Hempel,  William  Kirby, 

Charles  Martin,  Billy  McIntosh,  'Wilford  Nethercott,  Edward  Powell, 
Robert  Whistler,  Emile  V/urdack,  John  Cornetti,  Joseph  Pardini,  Dan 
O'Leary,  Suaborn  Calhoun,  Edwin  Larson,  Joe  Briseno,  Charles  Dalke. 

5.*  Junior  Traffic  Reviev;. 

J IS.  H9  Dance. 

Graduation  Day  at  lasti  We  received  our  diplomas  in  our 
auditorium  at  Burbank  in  the  niglit. 


H9'l  Girls 
H9'2,  Mrs.  Phelps 
H9'4,  Mrs.  Rhodes 


H94  Boys,  Miss  Martin 
H9'3,  Mrs.  Williams 
H9"5.  Mrs.  Safford 


H8x,  Miss  Weller  H8yl,  Mrs.  Martin 

L8x,  Mrs.  Bennett  L8yl,  Miss  Santos 


H7'2,  Mrs.  MacGregor  H7'4,  Mrs.  Skimmings 

H7^5,  Miss  HofFmire  H7'6,  Mrs.  Stewart 
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H7’,  Mrs.  Sackett 
Girls’  Physical  Education 
L8x  Play 


Girls’  Physical  Education 
L8x  Play 
L8x  Play 


iii  CLASSROOM.  Teacher;  "Now  boys,  tell  me  the  signs  of  the 
zodiac.  You  first,  Thomas." 

Thomas;  "Taurus,  the  bull." 

Teacher:  "Righti  Now  you,  Harold." 

Harold;  "Cancer,  the  crab," 

Teacher;  "Right  again.  And  now  it’s  your  turn,  Albert." 

Albert  looked  puzzled,  hesitated  a moment,  and  then  blurted  out. 
"Mickey,  the  mouse." 

_TOO  BAD!  Miss  Martin;  "Now  we  find  that  x is  equal  to  zero." 
Student:  "Gee’  All  that  work  for  nothing." 

XX  MADE  A DIFFERENCE.  Mr.  Brown:  "Thomas,  I do  not  like  calling 

my  chauffeur  by  his  Christian  name.  What  is  your  surname?" 

Thomas:  "Darling,  sir." 

Mr.  Brown:  Drive  on,  Thomas  1" 

A LUCKY  BREAK ♦ Joe:  "Where  were  you  born?" 

Bill  (Proudly):  "In  Texas." 

Joe;  "Were  you  raised  there?" 

Bill:  "They  tried  it  once  but  the  rope  broke." 

OH  yeah?  Little  Audrey  was  in  Ethiopia  during  a heavy  bombing. 

One  bomb  didn't  go  off.  Little  Audrey  ran  and  picked  up  the  bomb. 
Everybody  told  her  to  put  it  down  or  it  might  blow  her  to  bits,  but 
little  Audrey  just  laughed  and  laughed.  She  knew  Italian  Balm  was 
good  for  her  hands. 

SOMETHING  TO  WORK  FOR.  Teacher:  "How  many  fingers  have  you?" 

Bobbie:  "Ten." 

Teacher:  "Well,  if  four  were  missing,  what  would  you  have  then?" 

Bobbie:  "No  music  lessons." 

ENERGETIC  FELLOW . Neighbor:  "Hey,  mister!  Roof’s  leaking.  Why 

don’t  you  mend  it?" 

Owner:  "Can’t  now;  it's  raining," 

Neighbor;  "Why  didn’t  you  fix  it  when  it  wasn't  raining?" 

Owner:  "Didn’t  leak  then." 

TIME  TO  GO  TO  WORK.  Friend:  "How  long  have  you  been  v;orking  for 

this  firm?" 

Employee  : "Ever  since  the  boss  threatened  to  fire  me. 

JUST  AS  WE  SUSPECTED.  "Now,"  said  the  teacher,  "give  me  a defini- 
tion of  space." 

Junior  stood  up  flustered  and  red.  "Space,"  he  began,  "is  where 
there  is  nothing.  I can't  explain  it  exactly,  but  I have  it  in  my 
head  all  right." 
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